





WHY | MARRIED FOUR HUSBANDS 
Dinah Washington _ 
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FEATURES STREAM-LINE 
WAISTLINE HIDE BULGES 


No more tummy bulge and clumsy waistline! 
Instead ENJOY a lovely, shapely ‘‘middle’’ — 
the most important part of your figure. 
Just slip FRENCH WAIST caressingly around 
you. Presto-chango, like magic you have 
graceful alluring curves. Unwanted bulges 
are molded to the most flattering curves... 
sit, bend, walk und dance with comfortable 
even grace. 


ADJUSTABLE TO 
TAILOR-MADE FIT 


The amazing satin laced front puts in your 
hands the power to mold your figure to a 
new loveliness. Gives you that vibrant, ap- 
pealing effect of the slim youthful waist — 
the secret of glamorous women who want to 
look thin and stylish. You've never enjoyed 
so much freedom, comfort and style in any- 
thing you've worn. The 4 extra length de- 
tachable and adjustable garters completes 
FRENCH WAIST. 








Look Lovely 


Srench Waist 






This Beautiful Model shows you how you 
can look in ‘’French Waist.’’ Our toffeta 
butterfly dress flatters every figure. 
Figure-magic for every woman —— no 
matter her size! The sophisticated drape, 
the elegant cut, the face-framing neck- 
line are eternally feminine, eternally 
enchanting! In rustling rayon taffeta in 
navy, black, peacock. 


STYLE NO. 45493 
Sizes 9-17, 10-20 . $10.98 
Sizes 40-48, 20'/,-28'/, ... $11.98 























FEATURES 






Streamline 
Waistline. 
Hide Bulges. 
Adjustoble. 
Washable. 
Mode of satin 
ond 2 way 
stretch, Fully 
guaranteed. 
Light weight. 
Cool. Will not 
rumple or ride 
































10 DAY TRIAL FREE 

Order today. Wear 10 days FREE. If not delighted return 
for refund. Waist sizes 20 to 44, $2.48. (50¢ additional 
for the 4 extra-length detachable and adjustable garters.) 


FREE TRIAL COUPON 


GUARANTEED DISTRIBUTORS CO. Dept. F-838, 
J 836 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y. f 
Rush my new FRENCH WAIST three-in-one at once. If | 
~~ not thrillingly satisfied | will return it after 10-day 
: FREE trial for prompt refund of full purchase price. 
BI scisvcussndddetenescecsies (waist size in inches.) 
j I OI avsescecncesctiecccsee sets of extra-length detachable 
] and adjustable garters at only 50¢ for set of four. 
[] Send C.0.D. | will pay postman on delivery plus few 
cents postage. 
_] ! enclose payment. The Guaranteed Distributors Co. 
will pay postage. 
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Style No. 753 


fu 2 12" 


201498% 13.98 





StyLe No. 753—Café Gem of a 

suit that sparkles in the most ele- 

gant company... iS cut with the Style No. 
exquisite care of finest jewelry. Style No. 760 
Whisper-soft gabardine, brilliantly E 
embroidered, directing all eyes to 

a pin point waist. Paris cut-away 10-20 

and baton-slim skirt. Black, purple, 

grey and green. 


StyLe No. 752—“Showtime”, Sky- 
lark’s two-piece temptation in finest 
rayon faille, highlighted with rich 
velvet and pouf-peplum'd to give 
you a scene-stealing figure. Finest 
rayon faille. Black, navy, peacock 
or grey. 





Styte No. 750—Check this But- 
toned-Beauty for Triple-Duty! Wear 
it as a cinch-belted suit, a box 
jacket suit or aS a separate stun- 


751 ning topper. Wherever you go, it’s er" 
Style No. as easy to convert as a traveler's ” ee 
q 28 checque. Rayon checked menswear e Skylark Originals ‘se, 
5 Union Square—New York 3,N. Y. *, 
OC) PREPAID ORDER. I enclose peice of 
ment plus 20¢ to cover postage and handling. 
0 C.O.D. ORDER. I will pay postman 
price of garment plus posage and C.O.D.charges. 


I may return garment in 10 days if not satished. 


9-17 suiting in black, navy, brown. 
we StyLE No. 760—Same suit in fine 
rayon gabardine. Black, purple, 


2010-28" 13.98 / smoke grey, green. 
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Sty.e No. 751—“Daily Double” at 
a winning price! The “China Top- 
per’, yards wide and wearable with 
practically everything you own, 
and our famous “Body Beautiful” 
sheath . . . tiny-waisted, peg-pock- 
eted, saucer-button’d miracle of a 
tigure-moulder! The coat in superb 
rayon gabardine, the checked . poe aaa 
sheath and trim in rayon mens- *~ 
wear suiting. Black, navy, brown. © pert. 71-09 
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New finer MUM 
stops odor longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


* Protects better, longer. New Mum now 
contains amazing ingredient M-3 for more 
effective protection. Doesn't give under- 
arm odor a chance to start! 

¢ Creamier new Mum is safe for normal 


skin, contains no harsh ingredients. Will 
not rot or discolor finest fabrics. 


¢ The only leading deodorant that contains 
no water to dry out or decrease its effi- 
ciency. No waste. No shrinkage. 


* Delicately fragrant new Mum is use- 
able, wonderful right to the bottom of the 
jar. Get new Mum today. 








TAN 


Confessions 


VOL. II, NO. 1) 
SEPTEMBER, 1952 





JOHN H. JOHNSON BEN BURNS ALFRED A. DUCKETT 


Editor and Publisher Executive Editor Managing Editor 
LEROY WINBUSH FREDA DE KNIGHT SYLVESTRE C. WATKINS 
Art Editor Home Service Director Ci. Manager 
WILLIAM P. GRAYSON LE ROY JEFFRIES WILLIE E. MILES 
Eastern Advertising Manager Midwest Advertising Manager Agency Manager 


FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


tina sisi ain hr cairsda Gea g ea Saami g mins wes We 8 Nn 
Elena hated her own race so much that she wrecked her own marriage. When she saw 
the error of her ways, it was too late. 


I NN so ck anon dd ed De sAKeE ERNE NaC seneeses ) 
A young widow who ignored town gossip which accused her of being a gold-digger, found 
protection when a handsome oe man came along. 


ee ee eee eee Tre 24 
When it turned out her beloved husband hadn’t been killed in Korea, Fran, who had 


married again, had to make a crucial decision. 


EEE ROT OE TEE TEE TT COE EOE Ee EET TET 32 
The barrier to Phyllis and Nick’s happiness was Phyllis’ mother who had a sick mind 


and an insane determination to keep her daughter single. 


nnn 5 ah she = 0s i rei emadirg o'n 36 
Rose thought she could hide from her husband the fact that he wasn’t her baby’s father, 


but her conscience betrayed the secret. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


ESTEE ee ee emer rr kere By Mrs. Red Saunders 15 
The wife of the maestro who created ‘‘Hambone,” tells how her band-leading husband 
romanced and won her. 


Can A Bad Girl Make A Comeback? .................... ee Se er 12 
She was a good girl in a bad neighborhood, until, blinded by love, she learned the ways 
of marijuana and street-fighting. 


Why I Married Four Husbands..................... By Dinah Washington % 
When you're a $100,000 a year star, there are plenty of men willing to be nice, but 
Dinah is still singing the blues, seeking real love. 





HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 

ey GES WON... oc. oo... 005d bene pees eee eeE ev ey sexes 4) 
i Coad Donknsnig hoe 4s se « n-ne ene oes # 
NS ous os 0+ +0 (REE ER SEEK sae ae 4 
SCTE me eT ee 4 
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Cover by Larry Barbier 

Kew Gort omece at Ss) West sana surcee. Entered "ay second ‘cians’ matier” at Post Omee. at Chicago, fll under, the rhe 
March 3, 1879. Entire, contents c: congright. uted. nou Johnson Publishing Co.. Inc. Reproduction in ‘whole’ or i 





without per 

no of wnsolicited i ee oe Names of persons or business firms 
are not actual and all names of Subse aif of cat iiving — rely coincidental. Photos are of models who are “not ace 
involved in any of the stories. 5S year ricky issues) $3. 2 wears’ ae issues) $5. Pan-Americe 
countries $4 a year. Other SUBSG pry ‘$5 2 year. Single copies ‘25 cents. Canada and Pan-America 30 conte. 
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Letters To 
The Editor 


MIXED MARRIAGE 


I don’t know whether you get letters from 
whites or not but I am one. | am writing in 
regard to the letter that Mrs. Carl Walker 
wrote. I think she is entirely wrong about 
mixed marriages working out and being ac- 
cepted in either society. I could name a few 
that have happened and the children were not 
accepted in either race. It is the children who 
suffer the most. 

I still believe both races should go with their 
own color. Maybe this will make her mad but 
I don’t care if it does as she in turn made my 
blood boil. Althought I am from the South | 
have nothing against your race, although I still 
say for both races to stay in their own back- 
yard. As for the mixed marriages, if you would 
stop to think you would see that all the mar- 
riages between the races take place up North 
and not down South. 

God never intended for the whites and 
blacks to marry. If he did he would never 
have put the curse on you as he did. You can 
mingle all you want to, but for both sides 
marry your own kind. As for white girls going 
with Negroes as prostitutes, there are also 
Negro women going with the whites as well. 
So don’t call the kettle black. As for white 
men wanting Negro women, you make me 
laugh! If they do it’s because they are as low 
as the woman herself. 

But as a whole your magazine is fine. I 
also agree that Negro people should have 
everything that the white people have except 
their men. I read your magazine and know 
many others do, too. 

Mrs. S. A. L. 
Warsaw, North Carolina 


MAGAZINE HELPS 


I am writing to let you know how very much 
lenjoy TAN. I buy your magazine each month 
at a local newsstand and wouldn’t miss it for 
anything. 

I must say what a great help the magazine 
isto me. I am a white girl about to be mar- 
tied to a colored boy, a private in the airforce. 
So very often I run across an article that really 
solves our problems. 

1S 


St. John’s, Newfoundland 


LIKES LETTERS 


I enjoy reading the TAN magazine and I 
like the “Letters to the Editor” section. I no- 
tice in reading the GI letters they all like your 
magazines but are unable to get them the way 
they would like to. If this suggestion makes 
sense or is not in use, then would it appeal to 
your company ? 

our company could have an old and re- 
cent TAN drive in which you could collect 
thousands of already-used TANS from your 
readers and the big load could be shipped 
overseas to the GI’s. Then there would be 
enough to go around so that the boys could 
teally enjoy them. 

I have a few to contribute myself. 

Miss Lula King 
Detroit, Michigan 


BOBBY LUCAS 


lam a monthly reader of your magazine and 
think it is tops. I never can decide which 
story is my favorite because I enjoy them all 
very much. I wish to congratulate you and 
Your staff on publishing such a fine magazine 
of our race. 

My favorite special feature in your June 
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é Oily Skin. “‘Cream-washing’ with 
Noxzema helps my complexion look 
so much softer and fresher!” says 
Vi Hampton of Jamaica, New York. 
“It’s a wonderful greaseless night 
cream for oily skin like mine—so 
refreshing and invigorating!” 

















ook lovelieri:lOdays 


“» DOCTORS HOME FACIAL 





or your money back! 
é Do you want an ald to a ® 
See for yourself if Noxzema’sHome §$  lovelier-looking complexion? ¢ 
Beauty Routine doesn’t help your skin ¢ Try this simple Beauty Routine! > 
look smoother, lovelier! ° : 
This easy routine was developed by a ° pose neal ee a 
skin doctor. In actual clinical tests, it ¢ ® cloth wrung out in warm 
- @ water, wash your face with 
helped 4 out of 5 women with problem ¢ Noxszema as if using soap. No 
skin to have lovelier-looking complexions. : dry, drawn feeling! 


Surveys show that women all over the 
United States are switching to this sensi- 
ble care. Hundreds report they’re de- 
lighted with the way Noxzema helps heal 
externally-caused blemishes and helps 
skin look fresher, lovelier. 


See if it doesn’t help you. No mat- 
ter how many other creams you 
have used, try Noxzema. Remem- 
ber it is a medicated formula. 
That’s one secret of its amazing 
effectiveness! 


If you have a skin problem and long for 
a complexion that wins compliments — 
try this Beauty Routine for 10 days. 
Noxzema works or money back! 
If not delighted with results, just return 
jar to Noxzema, Baltimore. Your money 
back! That’s how sure we are that you 
can help your skin look lovelier with 
snow-white, greaseless Noxzema. 













ry 
Make-up base: Now apply 
8 light film of greaseless, med- 
icated Noxzema as your pow- 
+ der-base. It holds make-up 
_ beautifully and helps to pro- 
_ tect your skin all day. 


Evening: “Cream-wash” 
your face again, using medi- 
cated Noxzema. See how 
make-up and dirt disappear. 
How clean your skin looks and 
feels after “cream-washing.” 


Greaseless Night Cream: 
Now apply Noxzema to help 
’— your skin look softer, smooth- 
@ er, lovelier. Always pat a bit 
extra over any blemishes* to 
help heal them — fast. It’s 
medicated! 
*externally-caused 


Skim, Cheam 
40¢, 60¢ or $1.00 plus tax 
at any drug or cosmetic counter 


eeceeceee 
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SMART WOMEN 
USE 


Your 100% 
Satisfaction 
Guaranteed 
or Purchase 
Price Promptly 
Refunded. 


SEND YOUR 
ORDER TODAY 
WITH COUPON 
BELOW. 


pone 


REDI-WEAR 


HUMAN HAIR ATTACHMENT 


STYLES 









$21°° Fun cap wic 


MIXED GRAY $2450 


Beautifully styled with luscious cir- 


cles of curls on a full net founda- 
tion. WORTH TWICE the PRICE. 








TRANSFORMATION WIG 











ALL OVER GLAMOUR with POMP 


Covers complete head 
$15 . « flows to shoulder 


page. 





#44 
BACK CLUSTER OF CURLS 


Daytime or EVENING 
$6°° wear ... this style be- 
comes you. 




















Sent With Order 





shail cut 








#4 
CLUSTER OF CURLS 


Puffs and puffs of curls . . . 
soft, radiant — it's a must! 


$350 $550 $gs 









SMALL MED. LARGE 


MAIL ORDER TO: CORONE 














$575 ong the head - $750 


SINGLE 





FEATHER CURL | 


to aid one with 
hair. 







HEAVY 





BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 


2 BEAVER STREET, DEPT. G&@id- NEWARK 2, N. J. 







ENCLOSE 


SAMPLE Newark 2, N. J. 


oe 
CHECK 
HAIR 
SHADE 
JET BLACK Send Style # 1 


2 Beaver Street, Dept. TC-47 


CO $1.00 deposit enclosed. Will pay balance C.O.D. 
plus smal! postal charges. 

© Please rush the following C.O.D. Will pay postman 
plus small postal charges. 





item Shade ] Price 








OFF BLA | 





DARK BROWN | 
BROWN 
MIXED GREY 


$1.50 ExTRA 





be meme meme w ewes em eens 


| month. 








Letters Continued 


issue was “My Tragic Search for Love.” | 
think Mr. Lucas should be complimented on 
wanting to care for his mother and show her 
his gratefulness. I’m sure that is one thing 
that will cause him to succeed in his career. 

I wish him the best of luck and hope that 
he will someday find the girl he wants and 


deserves. 
Mrs. Ella L. Drayton 
Gastonia, North Carolina 


I have enjoyed reading the TAN since Au- 
gust, 1950, and find so much to comment on, 
such as the story of Bobby Lucas and his tragic 
search for love. I do hope he can find that 
sweet girl to be his wife and understand his 
way of life. 

I really felt good to know that children still 
think enough of their mothers to put them 
first. 

Mrs. James Knox 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin 


HAS NO RESERVATIONS 


I am a young deaf lady and a reader of your 
TAN. I really do enjoy reading them. It used 
to be hard to find them here in Clarksville so 
now I try to buy them every time I see one. 

I read letters people write and tell you 
about which story they enjoy and for you to 
put other subjects in the magazine, but it’s 
hard for me to say which I enjoy because | 
really read them all and enjoy them so. I do 
hope you will keep them coming my way. 

Miss Alma Lee Johnson 
Clarksville, Texas 


PASSION MY DOWNFALL 


| have been a reader of TAN for quite a 
while. I like it very well. In the June issue 
I am just fond of the story “Passion Was My 
Downfall.” That sailor was really a gentl. 
man, I think. I have been wishing that 
could have been Judy in that story. I woul 
like to know if Judy and Tommy ever got mar 
ried? I will continue buying TAN ever, 
It’s my favorite magazine. 

Miss Marie Adams 
Stokes, North Carolina 





I enjoyed reading most “Passion Was My 
Downfall.” It was a good warning to the pub- 
lic not to judge a book by its cover. I will be 
watching for more of your nice stories. Keep 


up the good work. 
Mrs. Lila Mae Davis 
Fort Lauderdale, Florida 


TEEN TALK 


I am 13 and live in Bedford, Virginia. | 
know quite a few people here who read TAN 
and love it. 

Ignore the people who are always sending 
in complaints for everyone can’t be satisfied. 
The whole magazine is swell but I especially 
enjoy “Teen Talk.” It is very down to earth. 

Miss Violet R. Pent 
Bedford, Va 


MISSES DRAMAS 


I want you to know that I am not one 0 
your readers who write in and say, “I like you 
magazine, but . . .” I like your magazine pe 
riod. 

I have enjoyed every edition and find my 
self haunting the newsstands each month wal 
ing for the next copy. However, I do mi 
your column on “Real Life Dramas.” If you 
hear of any more, please print them. Ket 
up the good work, I’m rooting for you. 
Miss Enid Waterms 
New York, New Yo 
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Pinup Covers 


I am a GI in Korea. - Just a line to thank 
you for the covers on your TAN 
The wall here is covered with white girls’ 
pictures taken from magazines. Now I have 
some Negroes with looks. I respect all women 
but I like colored women. 
PFC Louis Shelton 


Korea 


Young Girls—Older Men 


I have been enjoying TAN ever since last 
March and I think it’s very nice for Negroes 
to have a magazine especially about Negroes. 

I have just read “Why Young Girls Marry 
Older Men” and it was just wonderful. I am 
sure every young girl should read it before she 
falls in love. I am 18 years old but I am hop- 
ing whenever I fall in love it will be with an 
older man. Just keep up the good work. 

Bessie Hyatt 
New York, N. Y. 


Small-Town Girls 


There was one TAN story in particular that 
really hit me—the one about small town girls. 
I was eager to write you of my appreciation of 
the story, but I was also eager to see what 
others thought of it. 

I was very much interested in what Miss 
Susie J. Zimmerman had to say, but I must say 
that I’m not in complete agreement with her. 
She said that small town girls are not much 
wilder than city girls and that there are nice 
girls in small towns as well as in cities. 

Those statements lead one to believe that 
though they’re not much wilder than city or 
big town girls, they are wild. I’m from Bir- 
mingham, Alabama, and though it’s small as 
compared to New York City, it’s pretty large as 
it has suburbs as New York City does. I con- 
sider myself much more composed and ladylike 
than any girl I’ve met in New York. There are 
wild girls everywhere, caused by closely “shel- 
tered” lives and you don’t have to go to a small 
city or town to find them. The fact that Al- 
freda’s suitor didn’t know she was a small 
town girl proves that. 

Small town girls are much nicer than big 
town girls because they’re much better dis- 
ciplined and though their activities and curric- 
ulums are not as many as in larger towns, they 
have places to go, where only teens are allowed 
and they act much better and much more like 
teens and young misses than girls in big towns. 
In big towns, grownups and youngsters go 
everywhere together. In these places teens take 
up habits of grownups and think it’s natural 
and smart. 

I’m not saying you'll find all angels in small 
towns, but in big towns you can count them on 
one hand and have fingers left over, whereas in 
small towns they come in abundance. 

Celle Hilman 
Mount Vernon, New York 


Wants Pal Club 


I was stationed in Japan for 18 months and 
then shipped to Korea for 16 months. Now | 
am stationed here at Fort Campbell, Ky. Every 
on I buy your magazine and then pass them 
on to the wounded soldiers and believe me, they 
like it. Sometimes I don’t get a chance to 
finish reading it before some one asks, “next on 
it.” 

When I got back to the states I saw a TAN. 
I told one of my buddies, “Look, there is some- 
thing new.” And soon as we got a chance to 
get one, boy, were we surprised at the wonder- 
ful stories. I think that we need more books 
like Tan. Miss Muriel Jean Williams sug- 
gested a Tan Pal Club. I think that would 
be great, so how about starting one and keep 
up the good work. Sometimes I feel like writ- 
ing to someone and | know other fellows would 
like it also. 

Cpl. James Bradley 
Fort Campbell, Ky. 








Don’t Be 
HALF-SAFE 





Beneath your arms are 


DANGEROUS CURVES 
Safe only when dry! 








New Cream Deodorant Proved 
53% MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 


UNDERARMS DRY nd ODORLESS 


Read these facts that doctors know! 
Learn how this new Cream Deodorant, 
Used daily, does MORE for you 


If you want to be sure that your person and your 
clothes are safe from underarm perspiration stains 
and odor, read these facts that doctors know. To 
be effective, your deodorant must keep underarms 
dry and odorless and save your clothes from 
stains. Tests prove that Arrid Cream Deodorant, 
used daily, protects you these 5 ways: 

1. Prevents the appearance of underarm 
perspiration, keeps underarms dry by super-effec- 
tive anti-perspirant action. 

2. Removes odor from perspiration instantly, 
surely on contact. Keeps underarms sweet. Has 
antiseptic action, prevents odor-forming bacteria. 
3. Gives 53% more security! 114 times as 
effective as any other leading deodorant tested; 
2 times as effective as chlorophyll. 

4. Safe for clothes. Does not rot dresses or 
men’s shirts. 

5. A pure, white, stainless vanishing cream. 
Preferred by 117,000 nurses. Arrid contains 
Creamogen, won't dry out in jar. 

No wonder men and women by the millions 
are turning to new creamy Arrid. Use it daily — 
proved more effective. Don’t be half-safe! Never 
worry again about perspiration stains or under- 
arm odor. Use Arrid to be sure. Only 43¢ for the 
big 2 month jar. 


Miore men and women 


use ARRID than any other deodorant! 


So smooth, so creamy, so easy to apply 


DON’T BE HALF-SAFE. USE ARRID—TO BE SURE! 








— 


Protects twice 
as long! Vi 
Hampton, model, 
Jamaica, N. Y. 
says. “In my job 
I often wear ex- 
pensive clothes. 
I've got to be sure 
my underarm deodorant not only 
protects me from embarrassing odor, 
but keeps my underarms dry, too. 
From experience, I've found that 
Arrid protects me best! It keeps me 
attractive!" 


Don’t let stains 
from underarm 
perspiration ruin 
yourclothes! Keep 
underarms dry by 
using new creamy 
Arrid every day! 
Safe for finest 
rics. 





































eAMAZING French 


SGIRDLETTE — HELPSe 
eIMPROVE YOUR BUST® 
CONTOURS 


“SMOOTHES AWAY" 
UGLY 
WAIST ROLL 
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FEATURES: 
2 —- 


Improver 
\° Diaphragm 
Flattener 
» Comfortable 
@ Worn with 


irdle 

| Protect Vital Center. 

| Fatty Rolls Disap- 
peor Instantly. 


fae pone smooth line of youth from bust 
to hips. Comfortably hides those rolls of fat that 
spoil your figure. Automatically or you the 
new fashionable waist line. The top of SMOOTH- 
AWAY gently reaches under your bust to help 
improve your contours. 


YOUR TUMMY CAN'T STICK OUT! 


SMOOTH-AWAY meets the handicap of women 
heving too much bulge or roll. Results are instant 
because it covers and shapes you where ordinary 
girdles miss. It's beautiful to look at too. The 
shaped diaphragm flattener is fitted with special 
controls of double elastic, criss-crossed to effect 
firm control. 5 sections combine to 
slenderize with solid comfort. Finished with 
downy cushion-like plush for extra — hm 
justable to your exact requirements. 

— to put on or take off. TRY IT Ti0D DAYS 


LOOK FRENCHY AND DESIRABLE! 





It's a sin to look > when it's now so easy to . 


have the shape want. It's so light too! 
A NEW FIGURE IN “SECONDS. 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL 


If you want your midriff hugged . . . if you want 
your rolls hidden and your best contours en- 
hanced, send for SMOOTH-AWAY today. You 
can't lose. It's a gam 100%. Wear 10 
days. If not delighted, purchase price refunded 
promptly. Sizes: 24 to 44. Colors: White or Pink. 
Price is $2.98. Sizes 36 and up $3.98. 


RUSH COUPON NOW! 


S. J. WEGMAN CO., DEPT. 1972 
Hs Breadwey, New York 3, N.Y. 
Rush my new SMOOTH-AWAY three-in-one a 
once. If | am not thrillingly satisfied | will return 
it after 10 day FREE trial for prompt refund of| 
full purchase price. 

Waist Size (inches). Colors: White or Pink 
C) Send C.0.D. | will pay postman on delivery 















plus few cents postage. 
jo | enclose payment. The S. J. Wegman Co. wil 
pay postage. 
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By Jane Walters 


ERRY READ the question again: 
write a 500 word theme giving in 

your own words, what religion means 
to you. 

“That’s a hot one!” he said aloud. 
“Me, Jerry Williams, testifying.” Reli- 
gion was for old folks and those about 
to die. Jerry did his shouting at the 
Savoy. The closest he got to a spiritual 
was spinning Louis Armstrong’s version 
of When The Saints Go Marching Home. 
Man, that had rhythm! 

Jerry adjusted his study lamp, took a 
fresh sheet of paper from his desk 
drawer, but still the thoughts would not 
come. As far as Mrs. Williams’ curly- 
headed boy was concerned, religion 
didn’t mean a thing. It was strictly for 
the choir birds. He had signed up for 
the course because the fellows said it was 
a snap. All religious courses were duck- 
soup, they said, and when Junior is 
working his way through the Halls of 
Ivy and trying to make the track team 
too, he’s got to be smart about his elec- 
tives. 

To his dismay, Jerry found that he 
knew very little about God, knew less 
about his religious beliefs and convic- 
tions. Like most of the young people he 
knew, Jerry was an average Negro boy 
from an average Negro home. His par- 
ents were hard-working, God-loving 
folks whose greatest wish was that they 
would live to see the day when their only 
son would become a Christian. 

As a little boy Jerry was slicked up 
every Sunday morning and marched off 
to Sunday School. If he didn’t stay 
through the morning services, he got his 
brown hide tannéd when he got home. 
Every Sunday evening found him nod- 
ding between his mother and dad—after 
being pinched and scowled into submis- 
sion every time he wriggled in the hard 
wooden pews. 

As Jerry grew older, his church at- 
tendance grew more irregular. By the 
time he was a junior at Washington 
High, religious worship had no place in 


his busy program. The gang he ran 
around with spent their Sundays in the 
pool hall or in a ball park. When Jerry 
and Skip rigged up their hot rod, the 
Sabbath was the day when they raced 
up and down the streets of the South 
Side picking up girls. 

His parents fussed and nagged at him 
about his soul, but the more they talked 
and prayed, the more rebellious he be- 
came. Jerry was young and goodlook- 
ing. He had a lot of living to do before 
he was ready for the Amen corner at 
Second Baptist. 

There were times, however, when his 
17-year-old philosophy was shaken and 
he wondered if there wasn’t something to 
the wrath-of-God routine after all. There 
was the time that the school bus over- 
turned and five members of the football 
team were killed. There was the time 
that the bunch went skating over on the 
mill pond and the ice broke and Lois was 
drowned. That he would never forget. 
It was the evening that the BYPU was 
having its ice cream social and Lois had 
told her mother when she left home that 
she was going to the church. Jerry was 
the one who persuaded her to join the he 
men. “Why should a cute little chick like 
you waste your time with the Sunday 
School sissies?” he had taunted her. 

Jerry bit his quivering lip. Quickly 
he pushed the thought of Lois out of his 
mind as he had done countless times be- 
fore. Anything unpleasant or disturb- 
ing, he pushed aside, refused to think 
about it, just as he had steadfastly re- 
fused to think about himself in relation- 
ship to his God. 

To tell the honest truth, Jerry, like so 
many teen-agers, was ashamed to admit 
that he was not a pagan. He was afraid 
that if he spoke favorably of the church 
and religion, his friends would call him 
a square, think he had gone all Holy. 

What Jerry didn’t know was that over 
55.9 per cent of the entire population 
attend a church of some kind. The 
Bible Belt is (Continued on Page 67) 
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wes AHALIA JACKSON, buxom, deep- 
a chested “Bessie Smith of the gospel 

singers” is perhaps one of the greatest 
his singers of them all and one of the least 
appreciated. That is until now. Belatedly 
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z to disc jockeys the nation round _ be- @ Get a jar of NapInota Bleaching Cream 
tai coming aware of the qualities in her now—at your drug store or toilet counter 
ont voice that rival the richness of a Hershey —on our positive money-back 


guarantee. You don’t risk a single penny! 


ball chocolate bar. 
See for yourself what millions have 
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the | Records artist has made gigantic strides bleaching and clearing action of 

was | #one of the biggest names in music and NaDINOLA Cream. See how it gives 

get. the road is still wide open for her. Apollo your skin that creamier, brighter, clearer 
was | has released a rash of her sides to keep appearance that makes men look at you 


with new interest and women say, 


““=how lucky she is to have such lovely skin!’ FOR Gay cme 


had | UP with the unprecedented increase in 
New Nadinola Deluxe 


demand for her work. 





that Use NapINo;a to lighten your Bleaching Cream 
wal Already many of these records are on complexion, to loosen blackheads, to poem ay 
hi the books as collector’s items and she has make your skin feel softer and smoother, ee at 
like | become the first Negro gospel singer to look clearer and lovelier. There are 2 kinds 75¢ and $1.25. 
day win a wide European audience. SS ace for oily FOR DRY SKIN 

‘ y skin. Both give The original, ever- 


In France, the Magazine Le Jazz Hot 
ckly signaled her out for its annual award for 
* the most outstanding singer, which in 


famous Nadi 
Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 60¢ and $1. 


you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action, both fully guaranteed. 
Get NADINOLA 60¢ to $1.25. 
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If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 
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Amazing HIDEAWAY NU-YUTH 
Heve alluring curves instead of sagging, heavy wid 
bust. Magic laced midriff adjusts to mold your 
Enjoy sweet sixteen separation and firmness. 
LOOK SLIMMER — YOUNGER — MORE ATTRACTIVE 
1. Special design control cups, for maximum support 
for youthful separation, chafe proof seams. 

2. Exclusive, adjustable, midriff gives 
custom-made fit. Does away with 
unsightly “tires,” without bindin 
and discomforts. Super pre shrun 
broadcloth. 

3. V-shaped, elasticized 
breathe with you. 
Sizes 34-52 Cups 8, C, D $2.98. 


i. Ses 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 
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rT The S. J. Wegman Co., Dept. N771 ‘ 
1 636 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y. ' 
{ Send my “NU-YUTH” Bra by return mail. If 1 t 
jf am not 100% delighted I'll send it back in 10 | 
j days for full purchase price refund. 

How many? (2 for $5.85) 
1 Bust size Cup size 


5 + Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $2.98 pius postage. 
{| Moe $2.98. You pay postage. 
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EPTEMBER IS a select month for 
proposals and marriages, because 
from the third to the twenty-seventh, the 
love planet Venus is in the sign of Libra, 
which students of the stars know is that 
part of the Zodiac devoted to romance 
and marriage. 

Mars will exert another strong influ- 
ence upon humans this month, adding 
zest, confidence and stimulation to the 
Venusian promise of love. Even hesi- 
tant, weak and wavering men will mani- 
fest a new-found assurance when under 
the influence of Mars. Women can ex- 
pect the blocks they have built up against 
love to disappear as the combined 
Venusian-Martian rays begin working in 
close harmony and cooperation. 

The best time for lovers to propose, 
become engaged or marry during Sep- 
tember is at either between 8 and 10 a.m. 
or 8-10 p.m., during the first 10 days of 
the month. Planetary vibrations help es- 
tablish substantial, serious and sincere 
affections at these times. 

Other suggested days favorable for 
marriages, weddings and social gather- 
ings are the afternoons of the 4th and 
13th; the morning of the 10th, and any 
time on the 15th, 18th, 19th, 21st and 
28th. The full moon exerts its benefi- 
cent influence upon romance on the 3rd 
and 4th when it works with the Venus- 
Mars rays. 

Those who have birthdays under the 
signs of Libra, Sagittarius, Aquarius, 
Aries, Gemini and Leo should respond in 
an exceedingly favorable way to the 
Venus-Mars rays. Virgo, Scorpio, Pisces, 
Taurus and Cancer birthdays will be 
brightened by the Solar-Uranian rays. 
Capricorn is in between, with more in 
favor this month than may have been 
noted earlier. 

The color scheme for this month is 
somber, with dark greys, heather mix- 
tures and reddish browns dominant 
They can be brightened with yellows, 
blues and shades of rose. Jewels that 
bring luck are agates, amber and came- 


YOUR 


lian. Silver and mercury are good omen 
metals. 

Especially favorable days for those 
born in September are the 8th, 18th or 
28th. September number combinations 
are 5, 6 and 9; 5, 5 and 7; 4, 8 and 9; 
3, 4 and 5. 

My September selection of days favor- 
ing the conduct of matters that are con- 
sidered as being of more importance for 
those born under the 12 signs of the 
Zodiac are as follows: 

Aries: 1, 8, 13, 15, 18, 25, 29, 30 

Taurus: 3, 7, 8, 10, 15, 18, 20, 28. 

Gemini: 1, 2, 6, 7, 8, 12, 18, 24, 25. 

Cancer: 4, 8, 12, 13, 18, 21, 24, 28. 

Leo: 4, 10, 14, 15, 16, 19, 24, 29. 


Virgo: 4, 7, 8, 13, 16, 17, 26, 29. 
Libra: 1, 2, 4, 8, 9, 14, 18, 28. 
Scorpio: 3, 4, 5, 8, 12, 18, 22, 30. 
Sagittarius: 2, 4, 9, 10, 13, 14, 24, 25. 


Capricorn: 1, 8, 10, 13, 15, 20, 28, 29. 
Aquarius: 1, 4, 8, 13, 18, 23, 28, 29. 
Pisces: 1, 3, 8, 10, 16, 19, 25, 30. 

Do you know under which sign of the 
Zodiac you were born? 

Many people, who have no idea what- 
soever about the science of the study of 
the stars, scoff at the idea. It is the 
height of unintelligence to condemn and 
sneer at things of which we know noth- 
ing. On the other hand, it is extremely 
intelligent to investigate and analyze any- 
thing which holds the possibility of good 
and advancement. Any number of your 
very well-informed friends and acquaint: 
ances will tell you how much guidance 
they have been able to obtain through 
following the course of the stars and their 
effect on humans. So don’t pass up an 
opportunity to learn about this fascinat- 
ing study. It might be just what you 
need to steer you on the right path and 
solve some of your more immediate prob- 
lems. If not, this information will be 
supplied you. Send a self-addressed, 
stamped envelope together with your 
birthdate to Helen Sides, Tan Confes 
sions, 1820 S. Michigan Avenue, Chicag? 
16, Ill. 
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For your money ...YOU DESERVE A HOWARD ORIGINAL! 


=~. 
400: PAGE BOY 100: PONY TAIL 
, : regular length 12” Newest hair sensation 
Glamorous thick 3-stem braids wide page boy, with invis- that sophisticated look 
set in bun, coronet or French jble weave. single wavy hunian hair. 
twist. 666: Extra thick.. 6.95 401: Xtra heavy, large .. 3.75 


100% GENUINE HUMAN HAIR 
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765: CURL GLAMOUR BOB 
Versatile creation covers 
whole head. 

766: Extra long and heavy 27.95 









660: BRAID CHIGNON 





150: SINGLE STEMLESS BRAID 425: DOUBLE CURL PAGE BOY 
16" long, plump and versatile. 2 rows thick curls. Make 1 
151: Xtra thick, Xtra plump roll or feather curls. 

S 426: Extra heavy........ 6.95 


HAND STYLED 


225: FAN 


sweep, easy to attach. 
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The pair 
200: BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 


Smart coif, wear-side, back- 
for day, evening. Attaches 
easily! 





751. FEATHER HALO CURLS 





for 2 lovely ear puffs of tiny Lustrous double thick circlet 
in curls. Wear in back or up- of feather curls. It’s natural ° 
looking. 


HAND WORKED 


715: HOWARD CHIGNON 


Lustrous hair covers plump 
wool roll. Wear on top, side 
or back. 

725: Thicker and larger. .4.95 


‘WHEN YOU WEAR A HOWARD HAIRPIECE—YOU WEAR THE FINEST! 
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5... 550: HOWARD BOB 


<a 572: FEATHER CURLS 

304: FRENCH BANG For short look in soft natural Glamorous shoulder 
Newest bang sensation—es- curls. hairpiece of wavy curls. 
pecially flatters high fore- $71: Xtraheavy, 7” wide.3.95 rows invisible weave. 


head. Attaches easily! 
fit better: 


HOWARD BOPS look better! 
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por || GB12: HARLEG'” in Pink, 1725: MELODY 
e are & frames. uring wig wit per 
GR-5: ag toy in Black. ba mows or Blac ie bangs and casual waves. 
Genuine é Blue or Green. Clear lenses. 
Pink, 
Clear or tinted lenses, QUALITY 8B 





20 tax incl 


Helps prevent unsig 


3° 
GR-17: vo ag ad- 
This glamorous \ ts. Black, 


justable tomo pearl frames. 


gleaming, heal: 
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67: SULPHUR 
2 cz. size OINTMENT 


dandruff, flaky crusts, 
unnecessary scalp trou- 
bles. Leaves hair soft, 


looking — for new 








411: PAGE BOY-CURLS 


length Versatile lustrous curls. Wear Double thick page boy 12” 
3 on top, sideways or in back. wide plus cluster of curls for 


629: Xtra heavy, Xtra large 5.95 front of head. 









9125: FASCINATION WIG 
Lovely wig with Fit-Rite 
foundation of Perma-Cool 
net. 


FAUTY AIDS 
50 Ges 


ize 
tax incl. 
Help rejuvenate your hair 
the fast, easy way! Only 
3 treatments of this scien- 
tifically compounded 
antiseptic oil can hel; 

prevent itching scalp, fall- 
ing hair and split ends. 
Results are almost unbe- 


lievable! Reg. $3.00 Value 
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49: PINE TAR OIL 


FASHIONABLE ALL-OVER FULL CAP WIGS 


8100: THE DARLING 


Latest short feather-cut 
all-over wig. A Howard 
original. 


2% o2. 


3-WAY BLEACH CREAM tax incl. 
Lightens skin, loosens 
blackheads, helps clear up 
ugly blemishes, helps clean 
out enlarged pores. Here it 
is in one jar! Just apply 
and see how your skin is 
left soft-to-touch, more ra- 
diant in a lighter shade. 












Use only as directed. 
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She was a good girl in a bad neighborhood until, blinded by 


love, she learned the ways of marijuana and street-fighting. 


. he SULLEN teen-age girl eyed me 
breakfast 


suspiciously across the 
table as I poured her another cup of 
coffee. Coming to a sudden decision, 
I set the percolator down and looked di- 
rectly into her eyes. 

“Why don’t you like me, Laura?” | 
demanded. “Why won’t you let me help 
you?” 

The steely glance from the hard, 
brown eyes wavered ever so slightly, but 
the girl’s chin jutted out resentfully and 
she replied: 

“Look, lady, let’s not kid ourselves. 
The only reason I came here, in the first 
place, is because my old lady kept boo- 
hooing around the house and raising the 
devil. She even threatened to put me 
away if I didn’t come here—and all be- 


cause some jerk social worker told her 
you had a reputation for making angels 
overnight out of people like me. So, I’m 
here. What good is it?” 

Her eyes roved across the room. She 
continued bitterly: 

“Yeah, I’m sitting here in your show: 
off house, with all your fine furniture 
and fine dishes and silver. You got your 
nerve, lady, meddling in the lives of poor 
people. What do you know about how 
we live and what we want to do? Me,! 
don’t ask nobody for nothing, lady. | 
take what I want. That’s the only way.” 

She stood up and looked around. 

“Where'd you put my coat and hat?” 
she demanded. “I been here two hour 
now, listening to you preach. I go 
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enough of that junk,” the girl added. 

“Sit down, Laura,” I begged. “Sit 
down for just a minute, will you. There’s 
something I’d like to tell you. After I’m 
through, if you still want to leave, it’s 
all right with me.” 

The girl sighed in exasperation, but 
she sat down; sat and stared at me with 
a challenging look which clearly said: 
“Tl bet a million you can’t tell me any- 
thing exciting or interesting—anything 
I don’t already know.” 

I had met a dozen Lauras—with the 
exception that this one was a bit more 
hard-boiled than any I’d come across. 
Momentarily I mused over Laura’s re- 
marks about my “meddling in the lives 
of poor peo- (Continued on Page 72) 


LATEST STYLE FASHION BE-BOPS * 
FREE CUFT... 10 Day 77/21... Buy Wow! 


“REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. 


“MISS BROADWAY” HAS EVERYTHING 
Lodies’ rimless. Gorgeous 24K ploted frome. 
Sizee—Smoll, Medium or Lorge. - 

Eor Piece colors 

Bieck 

Brown 

Bue Pear 

Pink Peari 


lens Glow colors 
Smoke i Style Ne. 314 


Grey 
New ROSE THTED $495 











letest fashion 
men's glasses 


ROSE TINTED tens. 


LADIES’ GLITTER BE-E 
for it. Brown Shell or For that slim figure. Beautiful lightweight Block, 


Block fromes. 4 5 Brown, Bive Pearl er Pink Pearl frames. Gold 
GO Ss 0b hbressseccenessoeens 39 decorated frent and sides. 

Same style os above in Deluxe Genvine Shell Style Ne. 131. a a $395 
frame and gold Sol! 
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“PROFESSOR” BE-BOP 











For that intellectual look. Ri y style, 14 coret 
eae gold plated tep ond sides. Clear, Green or Clear or 
Blue lens. green lens. 
Style No. 303 $395 
Same style as above in NEW ROSE TINTED lens. ° r 
Style No. 5038 $ 495 LADIES’ BOP-TOPS 
Smart, appealing, flattering. Fashiens newest 
style. Brown Shell, Block, Bive Peorl er Pink 
Pearl frames. 
Style Ne. 106... si sieisbuaiislcpbieeinn $395 
Clear or 
green lens. 


LADIES’ LIGHTWEIGHT “LIBRARIAN” 
One of ovr very best buys. Block, Brown, Bive 
Pearl or Pink Pearl frames. 

Style Ne. 132.00... $295 











GENUINE HARLEQUIN BE-BOPS 


Genuine Optical Zyl. Light or Dark Tortoise Shell, 
Blue Pearl, Pink Pearl or Block frames. Smoll, 
medium ond - enna, 

Style Ne. 540... a 
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Clear or green lens. 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. *’xewark, NJ. 
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Rayon 
Suiting in: 
Black, 
Navy, 

Brown. 


GUARANTEED REFUND PRIVILEGE 
Bept. 130-92 
599 Greedway, New Yerk 12, N. Y. 


On prepaid orders add 30¢ for postage and handling. You 
save C.0.0. chacges. if C.0.D. you pay price plus postage 
and C.0.0. charges. 
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By Helen Sides 


NE OF THE most valuable traits a 

person can have is the ability to get 
along well with others, for no matter 
what an individual does, he must live 
and work with other people. It is vital 
that he be able to understand and be un- 
derstood. 

Certain retarding personality attri- 
butes may make this difficult. But for 
your advancement, it would be worth- 
while to examine the weak traits and re- 
place them with strong and positive ones. 
In doing so, you will find that Hand- 
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writing Analysis can be indispensable. 
Every style of letter formation has a 
positive or negative meaning. Yours will 
reveal itself as you analyze and evaluate 
all your traits. You will find that the ex- 
amples below may not apply specifically 
to you, but you can compare your writ- 
ing to them to see whether you can dis- 
cover any of your faults in them. 

If your writing is similar to the speci- 
men in Figure 1, you have a tendency to 
be inconsiderate of people who you be- 
lieve are “beneath you” in social or 
economic status. Your remarks can 
strike like a bullet. Sarcasm is never a 
commendable trait and should be tem- 
pered. 

The person whose writing is shown in 








Figure 2 is ostentatious, enjoys showing 
off, discussing the prices of things he has 
purchased, the money he spent at places 
he has visited. He makes others feel in- 
ferior by bragging. If your writing is 
like his, you should make an effort to be 
quiet, responsive and friendly, rather 
than “impressive.” With kindness and 
generosity, you will win esteem. 

Or, is your writing like any of the 
following: 

Figure 3: Because of your overwhelm- 
ing desire to get ahead, you are at times 
heedless of other people’s interests. You 
cannot meet unpleasant emergencies 
calmly, because it is hard for you to con- 
trol your temper. You lack patience and 
diplomacy. All these traits can be used 
constructively and can enable you to 
reach the acme of personal popularity, 
but they must be toned down. Your tre- 
mendous drive is meritorious, and can 
mean much to you if you realize that it is 
not necessary to fly off the handle to get 
things done. Diplomacy is one of the 
most valuable characteristics of intelli- 
gent people. 

Figure 4: You are so sure of yourself 
that you resent being told about faults. 
If criticized, you flare up immediately. 
You have a tendency to hurry and 
rush. This annoys others no end. You 
lack emotional stability, are alternately 
friendly, then cold, all in all totally u- 















predictable. These faults are not in T° 
curable. You need only develop serenity sins 
in order to become a more likeable] the pr 
person. aftern 
Figure 5: You imagine that the worl may 1 
is against you, and believe you are cot} woma, 
stantly being slighted. Fear is the alarm- maybe 
ing characteristic of your personality. J to ask 
Your anxiety about what others think oF admit 
you makes you high-strung. You tea} Wit) 
ideas apart in your search for insidious} and th, 
hidden meanings. To overcome yoll thing j 
faults, you should shed your suspicions ing, oe 
Be more sympathetic and less critical. since | 
Bear in mind that as an analyst a0] native 
counselor, I can only guide your oWf A, y 
honest effort. Each person must work of fession, 
his mode of (Continued on page /§ both w 








proposed 


O ME THE easiest thing about being 

merried is just that. The hardest is 
the proposal, for the wedding is strictly 
aftermath no matter how elaborate it 
may turn out to be. To deny that a 
woman doesn’t have something to do— 
maybe most of it—with getting her man 
to ask her hand in marriage is not to 
admit the truth about life as it is. 

With me, my career as a night club 
and theatrical performer was the biggest 
thing in life. You see, I’ve been danc- 
ing, singing and doing contortion work 
since I was five years old back in my 
native Dallas, Texas. 

As Viola Kemp—the name I use pro- 
fessionally, I had traveled extensively, 
both with the team of Dave, Witty & 


MRS. RED SAUNDERS 


Viola and later, as a single. I had al- 
ready played such clubs and theatres as 
Detroit’s Bowery, Buffalo’s Palace, the 
Club Riviera in St. Louis, the Flame in 
Minneapolis, before meeting Theodore 
Saunders, whom people know best as 
Red Saunders, one of the best drummers 
and bandleaders in the world. 

I was earning good money and be- 
fore meeting Red, had worked with such 
orchestras as Duke Ellington, Charlie 
Barnet, Earl Hines and Buddy Johnson. 

In the East I had appeared at the 
Apollo Theater in New York as well as 
the Elks Rendezvous. All this was prior 
to 1943 which is now a momentous date 
for me for it was during this year that 
I met Red (Continued on Page 81) 
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dry scalp, splitting hair, breaking ends. 
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DEARLY 


BELOVED 


A Forum For Your Marriage Problems 
Conducted By Frances Abegail Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I am married now for the second 
time, and very unhappy. I thought I 
was bad off with my first husband, whom 
I loved very much even though he had 
an awful habit of running around. I 
had a child by him before we broke up. I 
also have a child by this second hus- 
band. I don’t love my present husband 
at all, for he has so many faults: he 
won’t go to church, likes to drink, doesn’t 
want a home or furniture, runs around 
all the time. I am just fed up with his 
faults, and feel I must leave him. My 
first husband says he still loves me. Can 
you give me some advice on how [ can 
get him back? 

M. M. W. 

Dear M. M. W.: 

You have much more experience in 
the art of getting—and getting rid of— 
husbands than I have. But, if you want 
your first husband back, again, the in- 
itial and obvious step is to divorce the 
second. If the first one loves you, getting 
him back will be no problem. You should 
realize now, though, that no person is 
perfect. I most certainly do not believe 
you will find much happiness by trading 
in your old husbands every time you 
find a flaw in their personalities. Love 
is stronger than that, and sometimes pa- 
tience and a willingness to compromise 
can revive faltering marriages. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

Not long ago I met a young man who 
swept me off my feet. I fell madly in 
love with him, and stopped dating the 
other fellows who had been interested in 
me. Now, suddenly, the young man 
doesn’t seem to care for me, although he 
says he does. But he doesn’t come 
around often like he used to, and I have 
caught him out with other girls. We had 
a big argument when this happened, and 
I told him we were through for good if 
he continued to date other women. Now 
he has come back to me, but I still know 
for a fact that I am not the only one in 


his life. How can I get him to give up 
his love for other women? 

Dorothy 
Dear Dorothy: 

You certainly won’t be able to do it 
by nagging him. Single men hate being 
fenced in. Never forget that you can 
crush a budding romance by clinging to 
it too tightly. Start dating other men 
again and develop some new interests, 
Give your young man all the rope he 
wants, and let him look around. In the 
meantime, keep yourself attractive, sweet 
and personable. If you rate higher than 
these other women he is looking over, he 
will come back to you. While he is mak- 
ing up his mind, you will have time to 
compare him with others and see if he is 
really the dream boy you assume he is 
now. You'll also be having more fun 
than you would if you sat home moping. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 16 years old and have been mar- 
ried for a year to a man 23. He is in 
the Army. He is no fun at all when he 
is home, never wants to take me out or 
anything. All he does is sleep. He is 
really dull! Lately, I met a man about 
27 years old who is not dull. He likes 
to show his feelings and I like plenty of 
attention, something I don’t get from my 
husband. My parents think I should 
stay with my husband even though | 
don’t love him, but I like this other man 
What shall I do? 

M. D. S. 
Dear M. D. S.: 

You’re going through that stage when 
you realize the honeymoon is over. It 
ends sooner or later in every marriage, 
and is left strictly to the ingenuity of the 
wife to keep her husband’s interest in 
her alive. I would say stay with your 
young husband and try to make a go df 
it. Find other interests for both of you. It 
may be that all you need is a new hobby 
which you can share, or some outside it 
terest or occu- (Continued on Page 57) 


much better. 



































There seemed to be unearthly characters 

on the ceiling, jeering and laughing at 

me, crying: “Half-white! Half-white! You 
don’t belong.” 


it was too late. 


| WANT to apologize to the Negro race 

—my race—and, in sincere repent- 
ance for my foolhardiness, solicit its 
forgiveness. 

What did I do? What crime did I 
commit? 

The answer is as simple as it is dis- 
graceful. For many years I was more 
prejudiced against my own people than 
Bilbo, Eastland, or Rankin. 

For twenty years, I hated the Negro 
blood which flowed ‘in my veins, hated 
colored people so much that, actually, I 
became ill if I was in a group of them 
for any length of time; hated them so 
much | almost prayed to God for a mi- 
raculous transfusion of blood which 
would leave me free of what I considered 
the stigma of being a Negro. 





_ Elena hated her own race so much 
that she wrecked her own marriage. 
When she saw the error of her ways, 











In order for me to explain how all this 
came about, | will have to tell you the 
story of my childhood. 

I was born of mixed parents. My 
father was of white and Negro parent- 
age; my mother Negro and American 
Indian. I inherited the physical char- 
acteristics of whites. I even had grey 
eyes and sandy-colored curls. 

We lived in a small Southern town 
which was divided almost equally by a 
railroad. Generally, the whites, as seemed 
natural then, lived on the best side of 
the tracks. 

We were one of the few exceptions. 
We lived on the white side of town. My 
father worked as a gardener and care- 
taker for a large estate owned by Mr. 
John Andrews, earning enough to keep 
the family going in fairly good style, al- 
though we were by no means rich. 

As a little girl, I had no trouble at all. 
The white neighbors’ kids played with 
me and | with them. I knew no differ- 
ence, black or white; people were just 
people to me. 

Unfortunately, my childish outlook 
was not permanent. The very first day I 
went to elementary school, I realized 
something was wrong. No matter how I 
tried, I just didn’t click with my school- 
mates. I tried to join in their games, 
but was ignored. When they played ball, 
| was always left on the sidelines. Often, 
I’d walk over to join a group and some- 
one would whisper words I couldn’t 
hear; the whole group would turn and 
give me a curious stare, laugh, then 
move away. 

Had I known about the disease, I 
would have feared that I had leprosy. 

As I grew older, I withdrew from all 
but the barest associations with my 
schoolmates. Even at home, although no 
one treated me differently there, I be- 
came shy. I liked most things I could do 
by myself, such as reading. I made ex- 
cellent marks in school, leading my par- 
ents to the belief that I was a born 
scholar. They didn’t know the hurt I 
was carrying on the inside even then. 
hey had no idea how desperately lonely 
and confused I was. I alone knew why 
| made good grades. I had nothing to 
do but study! 

| was nine years old when I learned 
the whole truth. Walking into the class- 
room one day, I heard my name men- 
tioned. Immediately, I stopped to listen. 
Since their backs were turned, the kids 


didn’t see me. 
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“It’s the Lord’s truth,” one of the chil- 
dren said with the air of one revealing a 
deep, mysterious secret. “Old man An- 
drews is her daddy!” 

“How do you know so much about 
it?” another kid asked. 

“Cause I hear Mama and them talk- 
ing,” the first kid said with finality. “I 
ain’t dumb, you know.” 

“That’s the truth all right.” Another 
joined in to support the first. “That’s 
why we don’t play with her. She’s half 
white. We don’t want to have nothing 
to do with her. They ought to send 
her to school with white kids anyhow— 
or put her in a school by herself. My 
ma says she ain’t white and she ain’t col- 
ored.” 

Half-blinded with tears, I turned to go, 
but stumbled over a wastebasket. Quick- 
ly, the kids turned to see what the noise 
was all about. They saw me, trying to 
right the basket, and they knew I| had 
heard. But there was no shame among 
them. 

“Elena’s a cracker—Elena’s a crack- 
er,” one began jeering in sing-song, the 
others following. “Elena’s a cracker, 
cracker, cracker.” The words were put 
to the kids’ tune, Little Sally Walker. 

It hurts even now when I relive those 
moments, though not in the same way it 
did then. Today, I am sorry that I let it 
change my whole life, that I knew no 
answer with which to face down my tor- 
mentors. 

Instead, I allowed my mind to become 
bitter and twisted. In the years which 
followed, hate gnawed at my soul until I 
wondered if I was losing my sanity. 
School became a nightmare, something 
to be endured. 

When I could stand the open jibes no 
longer, I began to fight. With the fury 
of a little wildcat, scratching, kicking, 
biting, I fought my way through grade 
school, on into high school. Of course, 
that did nothing whatever to help the 
situation. But, I just couldn’t take it any 
longer. You can’t imagine how catty, 
how nasty, those kids were. Sometimes, 
they would call me dirty names; they 
would talk bad about my mother; they 
wanted to know how come my “foster 
father” could stand working for “Old 
Man Andrews.” One of them had an 
answer: “It’s because he’s a white folks 
Negro, that’s why!” 

NCE, I thought I had made friends 


with a new girl at school, Julia Bran- 


don. Everything went fine between us 
until the day we had a slight misunder- 
standing and she called me a “cotton 
miller,” which was about the same as 
being called a cracker. Cotton millers 
were a group of poor whites who worked 
at the cotton mills. Our friendship ended 
in a furious fight. 

Perhaps my biggest mistake was in 
keeping my troubles to myself when | 
was home. I never mentioned to Mother 
the real reasons for my frequent fights, 
just let her go on saying to my father: 


“Mark my word, that Elena is a real tom- 
boy. Did you ever hear of a girl fighting 
so often?” 

She whipped me a few times, up 
braided me numerous other times, bit 
finally gave up trying to reform me. 
“Maybe she’ll grow out of it,” I heard 
her tell Father one night. 

After Julia and I split our friendship, 
I resolved never to have another git 
friend. I began taking notice of the boys 
and, to my surprise, found them no 
nearly so catty or hypocritical as the 
girls. But, I wasn’t looking for love. By 
that time, my hatred of all people with 
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skins darker than mine was so all-con- 
suming, I couldn’t have loved a Negro 
boy if I had spent full time trying. It 
was a form of amusement to me. To take 
a boy away from one of the girls, lead 
him on, then, just when he thought I was 
his “steady girl,” to drop him like a hot 
potato. I let them think I was easy, then 
slapped their faces when they became 


I wanted revenge, and the 


insistent. 
havoc I raised in high school was just 
that—until it boomeranged. 
I had been fool enough to believe I 
ie «ae 


was taking the boys from their girls be- 
cause I had good looks. I learned to my 
utter chagrin that that wasn’t the case 
at all. Each one of the boys I had “fooled 
around” with, I found out, had passed 
the word along that he had had his way 
with me. This, of course, was untrue. 
But, as most any girl knows, even a ru- 
mor like that will bring boys like 
molasses draws flies. 

The worst was yet to come. When the 
frst story had run its gamut, someone 
started the rumor that I was going with 
white boys. “She thinks she’s too good 
for us colored boys,” I heard one say, 


half to me, half to the crowd in which 
he was standing. 

“T wonder,” another said, “what those 
white boys are putting down that we 
And a third said: 


“Don’t you know, man? Why our skin 


can’t put down.” 


is too black. We got colored fathers. 
Elena is a high and mighty cracker. She 
don’t fool around with nobody whose 
father ain’t white. She just slaps their 
faces.” 

One school recess, I was going for a 
drink of water when I passed a group of 





Harry seemed amused. A big smile 
spread across his face. 

“So, it’s a lie, is it?” he asked finally. 
“Well, suppose you give me a little kiss 
to prove it. Nobody will see it but thé 
boys—and they won't tell. C’mon, a 
little kiss, Miss Elena.” 

I was both furious and ashamed. 
Pushing, scratching, and screaming, | 
broke loose from the crowd and ran into 
the school room. 

Is it any wonder my mind was almost 
destroyed? After that incident, I stopped 


* 
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“I'm sick of Negroes,’ | told him. “I disown n 


today on, I’m not a 


fellows who had their eyes glued on me. 
I wanted to run and hide myself, I felt 
so conspicuous. But, I kept walking 
toward them. They fanned out to inter- 
cept me. No matter which way I turned, 
there was a boy in front of me. Then, 
Harry Johnson, the biggest one of them, 
stepped up and grabbed me by the arm. 

“Now look here, Elena,” he said, 
“What makes you think you're better 
than we are? Just because your old 
man’s white, huh?” 

In spite of myself, I shouted: “It’s a 
lie! A dirty lie!” 


Vegro. Remember 


school and stayed home. I told my 
mother and father that I was sick. A 
doctor came to examine me and said he 
could find nothing wrong. Still, I in- 
sisted that I was sick. They should have 
called a psychiatrist. He could have told 
them I was telling the truth. 

I was possessed with a fierce hatred 
for Negroes. I was convinced that all of 
them were inhuman monsters from 
whom my parents, by the mixture of 
white, were exempt. 

When I was seventeen, I made up my 
(Continued on Page 58) 
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mind to run 





“Yowre acting silly, Jonathan,” I giggled, pushing him away. “If 
you think kissing me is going to make me turn the money over to 
you, think again.” 











| CAN LIVE 


(THOUT 


They called Ellie a gold-digger because she married 
a rich old man. But she didn’t care about gossip 
when a thrilling young man came along. 


lo BIG house was empty and silent; 

as silent as the lonely grave that had 
just closed over the mortal remains of 
Oscar Holmes. The small handful of 
friends and neighbors who had come to 
the funeral had gone now, and I was 
left alone. 

They had filed quietly behind me, 
and murmured, 

“So sorry, Mrs. Holmes. . . . 

“My deepest sympathies, Mrs. Holmes.” 

But their politeness had been cold, and 
I knew they had come not out of sym- 
pathy for me, the widow, but because 
Oscar Holmes had been the most hon- 
ored and revered citizen in town. 

Then it was all over. As the door 
closed behind the final visitor, I knew 
that they would never come to see me 
again. Oh yes, if I met them on the 
street, they would smile politely, but that 
would be all. 

I was a stranger in the small town of 
Bridgeton, a stranger, and a disliked one 
at that. Even when Oscar was alive I 
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Ellie was through with love, she thought. 


But an old man made her a bride, then a 


Johnny caught me as I was about to Zo 
Pe not going to let you young man made her a sweetheart, 


Nee leave me, Elly,” he said, holding my arm. 
eg 





























had heard the gossip every time I left 


ght. the house. 
The voices were low, and the words 
€N a! whispered, but loud enough for me to 
hear as I walked down the street, or en- 
-art. | tered a store—— 


“That’s her—that private nurse who 
came to take care of Oscar Holmes.” 

“Humph!” another spiteful voice re- 
plied, “nothing but a gold digger—Oscar 
would never have married her if he 
hadn’t been too sick to know what he 
was doing.” 

I held my head high, and told myself 
| didn’t care what people said. Looking 
back over my twenty-four years of life 
it was easy to see that my marriage to 
Oscar fitted into the entire pattern of my 
life. Even as a small child I had wanted 
to help others. I used to go out of my 
way to do little things for people—not 
for the reward of money or candy but 
for the good feeling, the warm glow in- 
side that I experienced. 

Words of praise from my parents and 
other adults meant more to me than be- 
ing with kids my own age. I developed 
into’a serious youngster. Oh, sure, | 
played with dolls—but they all became 
patients in my miniature hospital, and | 
was a combination of doctor, nurse and 
mother to them. As I grew older, my 
ministrations turned to stray dogs, cats, 
‘and even orphaned sparrows and robins. 
| Even as a child I knew that I wanted 
to be a nurse, and when I grew old 
mough, I went to nursing school. [| 
spent most of my time studying, but 
loccasionally I would go out on movie 
dates with two or three other couples. 
My date was Phil, the boy next door, 
and because we had known each other 
er since we were children, I always 
hought of him asa pal. As kids we had 
one to the movies together, munched 
ppcorn and candy, and cheered when 
here was a lot of action on the screen. 
I reminded Phil of those days. He had 
ghed, and said: “Of course, we’re 
fown up now, Elly.” 

I had agreed quite solemnly, not real- 
ling the significance of his remark until 
ter, when we sat in the back row of the 

































heatre together. I was absorbed in the 
Picture until suddenly I felt Phil’s arm 
that had been resting on the back of my 
hair, drop to my shoulders. 

I sat up stiffly—his hand was warm 
ind frighteningly caressing on my arm. 
tried to pull away. But Phil held me 
down, whispered in my ear, 


















“Stop being so shy, Elly, I’m not do- 
ing anything.” 

The rest of the movie was agony for 
me. I was too embarrassed to get up 
and walk out, because I didn’t dare risk 
a scene, but I was glad when the picture 
was finally over and we could leave the 
theatre. 

I walked silently beside Phil down the 
quiet streets that led toward my home, 
and he strode beside me half-angry and 
half-amused. I knew my parents weren’t 
home. When I got to the door of the 
house, I turned toward Phil to say good- 
night. 
wed raid the icebox for an evening 
snack. . But tonight I was afraid of Phil. 
I had known him all my life—but this 
tall, husky boy, who stood beside me was 


Usually, he would come in, and 


suddenly a stranger. 

“Well—goodnight Phil,” I said awk- 
wardly, “thanks for the movie—” 

His full lips set in an angry line. He 
glowered at me. “Aren’t you going to 
ask me in?” he asked. 

“Well,” I began hesitatingly, “it is 
kind of late, and—” 

“It isn’t late,” he said in a low, angry 
voice, “and I’m coming in anyway.” 

I didn’t have a chance to protest fur- 
ther. Phil pushed me in before him, and 
closed the door. I reached out to turn 
on the hall light, but before I had a 
chance to press the switch Phil -had 
picked me up in his arms and was car- 
rying me toward the living room. 

“Phil,” I gasped, kicking and squirm- 
ing, “let me go—put me down.” 

His arms were strong and forceful 
about me. Frantically, I tried to pull 
away—my cries were muffled by the wet 
kisses he pressed on my lips. I bit, 
scratched and kicked—and my finger- 
nails dug deep into Phil’s hand. 

“You little wild cat!” he panted after 
a few minutes of horrible struggle. 
“What’s the matter with you?” 

I was crying now, and could only 
speak between sobs. 

“How could you—how could you?” 

He stood before me, angrily awkward, 
rubbing his injured hand. 

“T wasn’t doing anything that every- 
one else doesn’t do,” he snapped. “It 
isn’t my fault that you’re such a little 
fool.” 

He slammed out of the house then, his 
pride more injured than his hand. I 
ran up to my room and closed the door 
tight shut behind me. Throwing myself 
down on the bed, I cried out all the 


fright and anger I had felt. But I re- 
membered Phil’s words, and now I un- 
derstood more clearly all the giggles and 
whispers I had heard from the other 
girls at school. 

“Johnny borrowed his father’s car. 
We drove down beside the old pond and 
parked,” I had heard Marge whisper. 

Many of the girls spoke of their dates, 
but I never understood the significance 
of parking by the old pond until now. 
The memory of Phil’s actions filled me 
with revulsion—if that’s what the girls 
meant when they talked of love, I didn’t 
want any part of it. 


ORE THAN ever I realized that I 

wanted to dedicate my life to nurs- 
ing. The only important thing was help- 
ing other people—and as far as I was 
concerned I could live without love. 
What was more I was determined to do 
just that. 

That’s why I looked at things differ- 
ently when I went to work as Oscar 
Holmes’ private nurse. He was almost 
seventy-five, and I could see that he 
didn’t have much longer to live even 
with the best of care. But he was a won- 
derful patient—kind, thoughtful even in 
his illness. 

I wanted to do all I could to help 
Oscar and make him happy. He clung 
to me like a child. His eyes followed 
me around the room. He wanted me to 
stay with him all day to read to him, play 
chess with him.. 

After a few weeks he stopped calling 
me Miss Wier and asked to call me Ellie. 
Of course, I was quick to say that I 
would be happy to have him call me 
by my first name. 

My room was next door to his, and 
many nights I would get up and see if 
there was anything that Oscar needed. 

I sat by Oscar’s bedside one afternoon, 
and talked to him. His hair was white 
and amazingly thick. His dark brown 
eyes looked out brightly from beneath 
bushy eyebrows. 

“I don’t know what I’d do without 
you, Elly.” His gnarled hand covered 
mine as I rested it on top of the blanket. 
“You'll never go away, will you?” he 
implored. His eyes met mine beseech- 
ingly. 

“No, of course,” I said soothingly, 
“T’ll be here as long as you need me.” 

He seemed to relax after that, but a 
few days later he brought up the sub- 
ject again. (Continued on Page 76) 
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first airmail arrived from somewhere 
Korea. Then | knew where to write you. 

steady correspondence became a most 
orbing thing. For twelve weeks, our 

earts kept in tune with our pens. 


























































pEAD LOVER 
RETURNED 


When it turned out her beloved husband hadn’t been killed 
in Korea, Fran, who had married again, was faced with 


EAR BILL: It’s a queer time to be 
writing a love letter to another 
man, I guess—when your husband’s 
body is lying in state at an undertaker’s 
funeral parlor just around a corner. At 
times like these the lips must speak 
words of decorum for the benefit of 
But the heart speaks as it will 
and as it must. I am writing this tonight 


others. 


because I can’t stand carrying these deep 
emotions bottled up inside of me any 
longer. Maybe I can find an answer, if 
there is an answer to my dilemma. Per- 
haps as I write pages there may come a 
clue to the happiness that at this moment 
seems lost to me forever. What will 


What can I do? 


able to 


happen now? From 


what source will I be draw 
enough inspiration to support the tiny 
life stirring within me? Can I ever look 
forward to joy again or will the future 


If I 


could be sure there was only unhappi- 


bring only misery and heartache? 


ness ahead | would just as leave die here 
and now . No, I mustn’t talk like this. 
There is ‘that persistent little spark that 
urges me to hope in spite of everything. 
It may even be true what they say—that 
the darkest hour is just before the dawn. 

Somewhere there is a guy named Bill 
who for me spells happiness. That’s just 
what I mean. I can’t stop thinking 
about you Bill even though all those peo- 
ple out there in the living room who 
came here tonight to console me, expect 
me to be in here mourning for Jim. I do 
feel sorry about Jim. He loved me deeply 





making a decision no human should have to make. 








and I respected and admired him. He 
was one of the finest men that ever lived. 
He was one of the wisest too. And Jim 
himself would understand just how I feel 
He knew exactly how I felt 
about you. He said once, “You must 
desert everyone and everything else if 
you have to, and cling to the one you 
love, if it is at all possible.” He also said, 
“Don’t try to hold on to the dead, even 
the one you think you can never stop 
loving. The dead must go their way and 
you must go on living.” So you see, 
Bill, I am not dishonoring the memory 
of Jim by thinking of you, and wishing 
beyond words for you, even at a time 
like this. Above all things, Jim wanted 
me to be happy and this I know. If we 
are ever to be together again, it will be 
with his own blessing if the dead can 
bless. 

That’s why I am writing this letter. 
Some day you may read these words, my 
darling, and then I hope everything will 
become clear to you. For you were quite 
a bit confused weren’t you, the last time 
I saw you and tried to explain. just what 
had happened. It was an unfortunate 
chain of circumstances that led to such 
a mix-up of events for which no one 
could be blamed—certainly not you— 
not Jim, nor I. 

If I had to live over these last two 
years I don’t think I could go through it 
again. Things happened so fast. Things 
that stunned! Enough love and joy and 
suffering have been crowded into twenty- 
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tonight. 










four months to spread out over a life- 
time. I wonder if you are anywhere 
ilone tonight, thinking over these things 
and remembering as I am doing? Are 
ou Bill? 

Do you remember how happy we were 
ogether for a short while? Remember 
the beauty and wonder of our love that 

ade us feel as if we owned the world? 
| do. | remember other things too. Like 
he day | met you. I knew that same 
lay—one day your eyes first met mine— 
hat for me there could never be another. 
‘ime stood still and nothing mattered 
hen or afterwards but you. 

People are always telling me _ these 


Dé 
aU 


days how they are touched by the sad- 
Only recently I was 


ness of my eyes. 
told that a smile suddenly transformed 
my face and made it as lovely as it used 
to be. There is just one thing that would 
make me want to smile again, Bill—only 
one. And that would be for us to be 
together again, loving and happy as we 
were before all this misery began. 

You Bill, that I would 
never have if I hadn’t 
thought you were hopelessly lost to me 


must know 
married Jim 


forever. Jim would be the first to tel 
you this. He urged me to try things out 
with him even after I had told him all 
about us, though I swore to him that in 
my heart I could never, never give you 
up. I told him it was a chance he was 
taking—that with me feeling the way | 
did about you, he and I might not be 
able to make a go of it. He married me 
knowing that all the breaks were against 
him. It is odd, Bill that you should be 
so angry and unforgiving toward Jim 
whom I did not love—and he had noth 
ing but gentle understanding for you 
whom I still love. If only you could 
realize what this wonderful man did for 

















J me, you would thank him from the bot- 
J tom of your heart, for he actually lured 
} me from the very brink of suicide. Jim 
was so unusual that if it had not been 
for you, I think it would have been im- 
possible for me not to love him. And 
that is saying a great deal. But for me 
Bill there has never been any one but you 
4 since that day way back there—only two 
years ago—only two years but it has 
J seemed like ages. 

The whole thing started when you 
smiled at me—remember? We were just 
o insignificant people waiting to board 
a train in a busy, cold train station. | 
ever knew you would be there to change 
he course of events in my life. 1 hummed 
tune as I waited for my turn to board 
p train. Maybe it was Fate, darling 
at prompted you to say hello to me. | 
ember as if it were yesterday the way 
pur eyes made the day seem bright and 
mnny although it was raining January 
in. The huskiness of your voice and 
he way your mouth turned down slightly 
the corners as you smiled, and the 
mny, quivery feeling I had as I looked 
you. I remember all that. 
You said you liked the song I was 
singing, dear. Since then that song has 
een a constant reminder of the begin- 
ning of our love. It was “Stardust.” 
Little did I know what heartaches were 
ead. I was so happy as I shared a 
tat with you and listened with my heart 
nd ears to your voice so deep and 
rong as you told me of your life before 

























our meeting. I can remember the breath- 
lessness of my own voice as | answered 
your questions about my life, the sudden 
warmth that coursed through me as my 
heart sang—This is Love! 

Much later your hand somehow found 
mine and you were no longer talking, but 
your eyes were searching my face and in 

o tell J my eyes you found one answering glow 
s out f that was there for you alone. Then you 
m all § kissed me—remember how my lips clung 
nat in J toyours. We were oblivious of the others 
e you f around us. I couldn’t have stopped you 
> was f ifmy life depended upon it. It was some- 
way 1 § thing greater than either of us—as if 
ot be § %me irresistible force were pulling us 
od me § logether, as your lips claimed mine in a 
yainst kiss that rocked my very senses and set 
ld be { my blood to pounding. It seemed to me 
1 Jim § that from that moment on I would never 
noth § again be lonely, because I had found 
; you f what so many continue to search for— 
could J the love whose course they say never 
id for § runs smoothly. 





HAT WAS the beginning and it was 

wonderful, wasn’t it? Do you re- 
member the joy we found in discovering 
that our tastes were so much the same? 
We loved movies and all sorts of con- 
certs. We spent many wonderful hours 
hiking together. I don’t think, Bill, that 
any two people ever loved as we did the 
sheer experience of walking and tramp- 
ing together—through woods, through 
parks, along boardwalks, just through 
city streets. Do you realize how many 
miles and miles we covered side by side? 

Early on Saturdays and Sundays dur- 
ing June and July we were at the beach. 
We were both such good swimmers and 
we were so proud of it. We ran back 
through the sand, laughing and dripping 
water. We soaked up the summer sun- 
shine, relaxed on our blankets, read po- 
etry and prose aloud to each other, tuned 
in on your little portable to programs of 
popular music and baseball, consumed 
all kinds of delicious picnic food—cold 
and hot drinks. Oh Bill what a summer! 
But it all ended too soon. 

We were both trying to be very sensi- 
ble about getting married—putting off 
the date for a while. You were earning 
pretty good money buying second hand 
cars, repairing them, shining them up 
like new and selling them. You wanted 
to put away a tidy little sum for us to 
start on. But the war in Korea stopped 
all our good times and upset our time 
table. Trouble began in June. - We were 
pushing back the shadow that hung over 
all of us—but it had to come. So you 
were called. I remember you took a ring 
from your finger and put it on mine. 
“This is your engagement ring,” you 
said. I stared at it so long without say- 
ing a word that you were puzzled. Fi- 
nally you asked, “What’s the matter, 
Cooky. Don’t you want to be engaged 
to me?” I screwed up my courage and 
replied, “Not just engaged, Bill—mar- 
ried! Let’s make it the real thing.” 
You took me in your arms then and 
explained that it wasn’t the wisest thing 
to do. You might be killed and that 
would make me a widow, or even worse 
you said, you might return maimed or 
blind and be a burden on me the rest 
of your life. But you didn’t say anything 
that made me change my mind about 
wanting to marry you right away, Bill. 
So I won. 

It was very sweet of your cousin, Jerry 
and Sue, my girl friend to take off time 
from work to be witnesses for us before 


the city clerk. In twenty-four hours you 
were going overseas. We ate our wed- 
ding dinner at the Automat with Jerry, 
Sue and Aunty Mae. Then they left us 
alone for the last seven hours we had to 
say good-bye. 

My own mother could not have done 
more for me than Aunty Mae. She has 
been as good as gold. Thank God that | 
have been fortunate enough to know 
three such fine people as you, Jim and 
Aunty Mae. Of course the greatest of 
these three is you, Bill. You are first in 
my heart. 

I am sure I would have gone out of my 
mind if it hadn’t been for Aunty Mae. 
She was so consoling the day after you 
left. She tried to get me to go shopping 
with her. She was going to buy me a 
whole outfit, knowing how I adore new 
clothes. But I just couldn’t get into the 
mood. At any other time I’d have had 
to think twice before turning down an 
offer like that. But it was the day after 
you had left and I wanted nothing but 
to sit alone in my room and remember— 
to go over every nuance of expression 
on your face and every familiar inflec- 
tion of your voice as only a lover can do. 

Your first airmail arrived from some- 
where in Korea. Then I knew where to 
write you. I answered immediately. 
There was another letter from you the 
next day. I settled down to this new joy 
of receiving from you a regular message 
and of writing you each and every day. 
This steady correspondence of ours be- 
came a most absorbing thing. For twelve 
weeks our hearts kept in tune through 
our pens. 

Otherwise life dropped back into a 
monotonous routine. I would get up 
very early in the morning to write you 
before I left for work, dropping my let- 
ter in the mail box on my way to the 
subway. At night I would come dash- 
ing in from work and go straight to the 
telephone table where my mail was left 
for me. Each evening Aunty Mae 
would have a tasty, hot dinner ready for 
me, but I would have to scan your letter 
through first before I ate a mouthful. 
Then I would nibble and chew and 
dream and it made not the slightest bit 
of difference what I was eating. 

Jerry would come up to the house 
quite often and Sue kept dropping in. 
It got so they’d always be there to- 
gether. Aunty Mae would n.ake coffee 
and fill a plate with her excellent, 
(Continued on Page 68) 
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Exchanging loving pleasantries with one-time sweetheart Teddy Stewart, Dinah Washington flashes the engaging smile which is 
jalmost as famous as her sultry voice. Stewart was drummer with Dizzy Gillespie band. Four-time loser in marriage, Dinah hopes 
she has found true love in present fiance, Jimmy Cobb. 


FOUR HUSBANDS 


When you’re a $100,000-a-year star, there are plenty of men willing to be nice to you 
but Dinah Washington has been singing the blues for a long time, seeking real love. 


BY DINAH WASHINGTON 


abl SAY there is a “right” man for 
every woman this 
‘world. Some women hit the jackpot the 
first time out and get themselves hus- 
bands made to order for them. Then 
they live happily ever after, as the story 
Ebooks say. But it hasn’t worked out that 
way for me so far, because I’ve had four 
husbands and none of them proved to be 
the right one. Not that I’m saying they 
louldn’t be the right ones for other 
women. It could be that, with other 
omen, they might turn out to be the 
est husbands in the world and every- 
ody would be happy. With me it was 
the Blowtop Blues each time. 
© I’m still looking for the right man. | 
Mon’t intend to quit looking until I find 
mim. J know now that real happiness 
Mas gotten away from me each time out 
m my four trips to the altar. I don’t in- 


somewhere in 


tend to be cheated completely out of 
what real love there may be in store for 
me. 

People ask me why I have such a crazy 
notion about getting married again. 
They tell me that with the money I’m 
paid for singing and recording songs 
($100,000 a year—KEd.) that I could 
have any man I| want. “You're no differ- 
ent than the other women who make 
enough money to afford men,” they tell 
me. “After all, to a woman with an in- 
come, men are really playthings and 
when you get tired of ’em, just chuck ’em 
out the window or in the garbage can of 
your memory and pick out another one.” 

There are lots of women who think 
like that. I’know many of them and I’m 
sure you know others of the same breed. 
But after all, you know, people can 
starve for food, a decent home, clothes 


or anything else they want or need real 
badly. 

I know I could have a lot of men 
hanging around me for men are like bees 
and will swarm over any hive of honey 
that is coated over with plenty of money. 
Right now if some columnist printed an 
item saying that Dinah Washington is 
hunting for a husband, I wouldn’t be 
able to get out of my dressing room door 
for the flocks of them hanging around 
outside. Not that I’m bragging about 
anything. But I do know the facts of life 
which read that a lot of men will run 
after any woman they think can take 
care of them. It makes no difference 
who the woman is, young or old, pretty 
or homely as sin, they can have all the 
men they want—that is, if they’ve got the 


money. 
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Husband No. 4, not yet di- 
vorced, is Arnett Cobb bassist 
Walter Buchanan, who blues 
singer loved at “first sight.” 


Dinah’s still looking 
for the lover who can 
bring her true happiness 


and lasting wedded bliss. 





But I don’t want any man like that. 
You get what you pay for in the love de- 
partment. Any man who can be bought 
should also be sold for as cheap a price 
as can be offered. I have known for a 
long time that you can’t buy the kind of 
love that lasts. 

Not only do I know that you can’t buy 
true happiness with money, but I also 
know that I am not alone in this search 
for real love. My good friends, Pearl 
Bailey and Ella Fitzgerald as well as 
Maxine Sullivan have all had their mo- 
ments trying to find the right mate. 
Hollywood has many examples of the 
same thing. Just run through them— 
Hedy Errol Flynn, Mickey 


Rooney to name a few. Also, consider 


Lamarr, 


the experiences of Tommy Manville, 
30 


Husband No. 3 was Robert Grayson, Chicago clergyman’s 
son. Grayson was singer’s childhood crush, man she really 
wanted to marry first. Of this marriage, Dinah says: “It was 


the worst experiment of all.” 


Artie Shaw, Charlie Barnet or Peggy 
Hopkins Joyce. 

Some people try to poke fun at those 
who marry several times. Others try to 
make them look bad or make dirty re- 
marks about morals. I can say for my- 
self, however, that I feel a lot happier 
and cleaner because I was legally mar- 
ried to each of the four men I chose as 
a mate. I was legally divorced from 
them after we had found out things 
weren't working out as they should. I 
am a religious woman and have been so 
all my life. With that kind of back- 
ground, I don’t play the kind of game a 
lot of other women I know play. They 
pretend to be “holier than thou” as they 
chase anything in pants, married or 
otherwise. 

No, I’m not on that side of the fence 
nor am I playing ball in that league for 
I believe in the old-fashioned institution 
of marriage—legitimate marriage with 
preacher, proper license and everything; 
not this “light housekeeping” business 
and common law stuff that has so many 
people all messed up. 

I say, instead, that it is far more legiti- 
mate and moral as well as on the level 
with both yourself and the person im- 
mediately concerned, to admit your mis- 
takes before it’s too late and then try to 
get yourself back on your two feet be- 
fore everybody and everything gets all 
balled up. You don’t settle things that 
are no longer romantic with a pistol. 
There are courts and judges to take care 
of those things. 

I learned the facts of life the hard way 
—growing up in the streets of Chicago’s 


South Side. Born in Tuscaloosa, Ala- 





, a ag 
Pd ¢ Ba cht aaec 


kins. Dinah Washington met Jen- 
kins while she was singing in 
Lionel Hampton orchestra. 


bama, I was reared on Chicago’s South 
Side from the time I was three years old. 
I grew up in a world of music, for my 
mother, Mrs. Alice Jones, is musical and 
it was not long after I was well into my 
teens that I was directing and playing 
piano for the St. Luke Baptist church 
choir. 

Somewhere along the line, I began to 
build a following and people came from 
other churches to hear me sing gospel 
songs and spirituals. But being young, 
I also heard and liked other music and 
that music was the blues. Here I found 
a natural medium, for blues are mostly 
about love, love in the raw with all the 
bitterness and sweetness one can find in 
love. 


HEN I FELL in love. I was only 13, 

but there I was deeply in love with 
all the childish passion a girl can have 
for a handsome guy like Robert Gray: 
son. He was the son of the Rev. Starling 
Grayson, pastor of St. Luke’s Baptist 
Church where I was a member. [| am 
sure Robert also loved me then, but how 
can you tell anything about the reality 
of love when you are only 13 years old? 
Call it puppy love, moon-dogging or 
whatever you like, but a teenager does 
make a sincere try at the business of 
being in love with someone, even if it is 
only a doll or a teddy bear. Robert was 
neither. 

We grew up as buddies. Everybody 
was sure we would get married. So were 
we, but it didn’t happen exactly that way. 
| was growing into something of a per 
sonality in music. When I was 15 years 
old, I won an amateur contest at the 


Husband No. 2 was George Jen. 
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Husband No. 5, Dinah predicts, will be drummer Jimmy Cobb (holding her hand above). 


Two bright-eyed boys are Dinah’s sons, George, 5 and Bobby, 3. Extreme right is Dinah’s 
mother, Alice Jones, who lives in Chicago in home blues singer bought her. 


Regal Theater singing / Can’t Face the 
Music. 
know how your friends look at you with 


If you ever won a contest you 


awe orenvy. It happened to me. Over- 
night I was the greatest kid in the block. 
Pretty soon, | was singing the blues in 
night clubs, parading around as queen 
of blues singing piano players. But there 
was no money in that and I came home 
often with very little to show for a full 
night of work in some club or cabaret. 

Somewhere in between, | got tired of 
it all and went back to church to play 
piano for a group that went under the 
name of the Sally Martin Singers. 
Things, meanwhile, were going along 
fairly well between Robert and me but 
neither of us was thinking of marriage, 
for you do have to think about marrying 
unless you’re just a complete fool. Then 
one night my big break came. I had 
gone back to playing piano in joints and 
was working for Sam Beer at the Three 
Deuces on Chicago’s Near North Side 
where Cleo Brown got her big start. A 
girl friend of mine, Martha Davis a 
pianist, dropped by one night in 1942 
and took me over to the Garrick Stage 
Bar to hear Billie Holiday sing. 

That was the night I first met Joe 
Sherman, the fellow who owned the 
place. Billie was singing in the down- 
stairs room and the Cats and The Fiddle 
were working upstairs. Sherman asked 
me to sing and I gave them / Understand 
with the Cats and the Fiddle backing me 
up. 
changed my name from Ruth Jones to 
Dinah Washington and kept me there for 
a year. 


Sherman hired me on the spot, 


Meanwhile, Robert wasn’t working at 


being in love with me too much and I 
I also had 
begun to notice the attention being 
fellow, John 
Young, who was about six years older 
than I. 
a plain Joe, but a sincere, honest guy. 


John 


was beginning to notice it. 


shown me by another 


He was an auto mechanic; just 


Robert failed to propose to me. 
did and I accepted him. 

That spring we were married at a big 
church wedding at St. Luke’s. Coinci- 
dentally, we were married by the Rev. 
Grayson, father of my childhood sweet- 
heart! 

This marriage came to an abrupt end 
in September. John was very religious, 


He had no 


interest in my being a blues singer at all. 


in fact, too religious for me. 


Instead, he insisted that I be a plain 
housewife, stay at home and let him take 
care of me. I didn’t want any of that. 
I was just starting out on my career and 
I wasn’t going to let anybody stop me, 


John included. 


but on this one point, we were too far 


John was good to me, 


apart. 

One night while I was still working 
at the Garrick, Sherman brought Joe 
Glaser, the famous booking agent and 
manager of Louis Armstrong and many 


Mr. 


Glaser came back the next night with 


other big names, in to hear me. 


Lionel Hampton. Hamp gave me a break 
to sing for a tryout on his first show at 
the Regal. 
traveling bags, a few weeks later. I 


I bought myself a couple of 


moved up from $50 a week salary to $75 
with Hampton and left with his band for 
New York. It was the first time I had 
ever been there by myself. 

I was on my (Continued on Page 79) 







































Having breakfast in bed, blues star ts 
waited on by devoted maid Della Pino who 
travels with her on all road tours. 


Cocky pose below is significantly like 
Dinah’s attitude toward love. “If at first 
you don’t succeed . . .” she says. 











SPOILED, 


he barrier to Phyllis and 
Nick’s happiness was Phyllis’ 
mother who had a sick mind 
and an insane determination 


to keep her daughter single. 


KNEW I shouldn’t have married Nick 
without mother’s consent. I knew it 
vould just lead to trouble. But he was 
» dear with the laughter lines around 
is teasing gray eyes, the lock of hair 
hat hung so impudently over his fore- 
yead and a personality that was like sun- 
hine, all bright and bubbly. It just 
eemed as if I couldn’t go on any longer 
vith the fear of losing him always in my ol 
eart. Yet, when I married him, I almost “Foul ag ” pich be tween your mat et d 
. ‘ me, he said. “She's playing you for a sucker 
st him in a more horrible way. 
lt all happened because my mother 
hated Nick so. It’s hard to tell this story 
thout making my mother sound like ~ 
me sort of ogre but she wasn’t that at j 
Most of the time she was very sweet. 








it | made the mistake of thinking she 
ught to be able to reason things out like 
ther people. Only she couldn’t. People 
ke my mother can exert an awful power 





over the lives of those around them if 
they want to use that power. Because 
there are none so strong as the very 
weak. They can hold you with tears, 
clinging hands and soft wailing words 
that are like steel tentacles. Those of us 
who are strong should be strong for 
them too. But too often we let them rule 


us because we love them instead of tak- 
ing an objective attitude and seeing them 
as they really are. 

I was about ten years old the first time 
I became aware of mother’s power. That 
was the time father got the letter from 
Uncle Clay saying he and Aunt Myrtle 
wanted to come to the city for the State 
Fair and would like to stay with us. 

Mother lifted a tiny hand and her 
rings winked in the light. “I was afraid 
of that,” she laughed. “Well, honey, you 
can just write and tell your precious 
Uncle Clay it won’t be convenient.” 

“But Laura,” father protested. “I 
can’t do that. Why, last year when I 
went hunting and had two other fellows 
with me, perfect strangers to them, they 
took us all in and gave us such a wel- 
come it was the high spot of the whole 


5) 


trip.” 


Mother propped her small pointed 
chin on her curved hands. “It didn’t 
take much to reach a high point on that 
trip. As I remember it, all you got out 
of it was a near touch of pneumonia.” 

“But darling . . .” father protested. 

Mamma’s moods could change so 
quickly. Her eyes turned hard and de- 
fiant as she berated daddy. “You know 
very well I’m having the Webbs here for 
Fair Week. If you think I’ll have your 
country relatives at the same time, you’re 
utterly mistaken.” 

I felt sick. I wanted Uncle Clay and 
Aunt Myrtle to come because two years 
before when mother had spent months 
in a rest home for a nervous breakdown, 
I'd lived with them and loved it. 

Mamma was crying now. Daddy sat 
in his chair looking glum, not saying a 
word. Mamma was all huddled up like 
a little ball with her hand over her heart 
and her breath coming in quick spasms. 
I thought I couldn’t bear it any longer. 
Then daddy went to her and laid his 
hand on her shoulder. “Don’t cry, 
Laura,” he said. “I’ll write and tell them 
not to come.” 

Mamma clung to his arm. “I can’t 
bear it the way you always spoil my 
plans,” she sobbed. “It meant so much 
to me, having the Webbs here. Now it’s 
all ruined. None of it will be any fun.” 

Father was patting her. He put his 
chin against her hair and sat there, star- 
ing at nothing. I’d seen that look before 
and it made me feel like something was 
dying inside me. I ran upstairs and got 
into bed, crying softly. 

About an hour later, father came in. 
He put his face against mine. “Are you 
all right, Phyllis?” he asked. 

I flung my arms about his neck. “I’m 
all right, daddy. I feel bad that we can’t 
have Uncle Clay. Maybe for Christ- 
ad 

“I’m afraid they'll never come now, 
darling,” he whispered. “But we mustn’t 
mind. We mustn’t upset mother.” 

“I know,” I whispered back. “We 
mustn’t upset mother.” 

Upsetting mother was what ruled our 
household. It had something to do with 
the months she’d been in the rest home. 
She’d told me often I’d been the one who 
upset her that time. I’d gotten lost and 
they hadn’t found me for almost eight 
hours. “Never make me go back to that 
place,” she used to tell father. “Just don’t 
get me upset and I'll be all right.” 

Though there was a nervous tension 
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bout her next morning, she was loving 
nd sweet at breakfast. She fixed dad’s 
gs the way he liked them and gave him 
ong kiss when he left for work. Then 


to tell you that Phyllis and I ar 


snapped 


married, he 


Nick glared back at Mother: “I wa 


nt 


she said, “I’ve so much to do. I want the 
house to look perfect when the Webbs 


come. They’re such important people.” 


“Couldn’t daddy and I take Uncle 
Clay and Aunt Myrtle to the Fair and 
you go out with the Webbs?” I ventured. 

“Who ever heard of such a thing!” 
she scoffed, polishing the hall mirror. 
“Of course, your father will have to take 


the Webbs around.” 


WAS IN my last year at high school 

when I started going around with 
Nick Harrington. Our first dates were 
just casual till the night Nick kissed me, 
“Phyllis . . .” he said softiy. 

My arms slipped around his neck. We 
both knew we were in love because it was 
like connecting a light and feeling the 
electricity surge through it in a bright 
charge. My knees got all wobbly and if 
Nick hadn’t been holding me so close | 
think I’d have collapsed. 

I rode a pink cloud for a whole month, 
Then a dreadful thing happened. Daddy 
came home from work one night with a 
heavy cold and three days later he was 
dead. 

It was just unbelievable but I didn’t 
have a chance to think about what it 
would do to my own life because | really 
thought mother was going out of her 
mind. “Don’t ever leave me,” she cried, 








hool clinging to me desperately. “Oh, darling. 
with ] don’t know what I'll do if you ever 
were leave me.” 
me, 
I WAS SCARED. Scared of something 
We so big and frightening I didn’t even 


was dare think about it. In those awful days, 


- the my snatched moments with Nick were 
right my only comfort. Days I couldn’t see 
id if him, but mother always slept heavily at 
se | night because she took sleeping pills. 
Then I’d slip out and meet Nick in the 
ynth. park up the block. His arms, strong and 
iddy comforting, were my only refuge. 
ith a “Poor little scared kid,” he whispered 
was one night. “Let’s get married so I can 
take care of you. Dad’s got me a good 
idn’t job in the auto agency where he works. 
"* ] can keep up a home. I love you so, 
a darling.” 
be “Oh, Nick,” I murmured, snuggling 


safe in his arms. “It sounds so wonder- 
ful. But I don’t know about mother. I'll 
have to wait a little while. She couldn’t 
bear to have me leave her right now.” 

He took an emerald ring from his 
pocket. 


said. “I wish you’d wear it, sweetheart. 


“This was my mother’s,” he 


If your mother asks about it, tell her we 
want to get married.” 





I was almost afraid to put the ring on. 
' If daddy had been alive I could have 


asked his advice but mother was so emo- 





‘tional and uncertain I was afraid to dis- 





cuss anything with her. 

Nick took my face between his hands 
sand looked at me with a new possessive- 
ness. 
darling,” he said confidently. “I’m going 





“I’m going to take care of you, 








ito give you everything a girl can want.” 
His eyes were bright with dreams that 
matched my own. | 

| That night I held the ring against my 
theek. It meant love. I so needed love 





and assurance. | was scared about every- 





hing and most of all about mother. 
When you’re only eighteen it isn’t always 
easy to know all the answers. Now I had 
Nick he would help me to find them. 
Mother noticed the ring first thing 
xt morning. “Where in the world did 
you get that?” she asked. 

“Nick gave it to me, mother,” I burst 






out. “We're in love. We want to get 
harried.” 
“Married!” 


face wildly. “Are you crazy? You're 





Her eyes searched my 










0 young to talk about marriage. I’ve 
ot other plans for you. We've got this 








big house and almost no income so I’m 
going to turn the living room into a 
beauty salon. You can take a beauti- 
cian’s course and do the work. I'll act as 
manager. I’ve all sorts of ideas for bring- 
ing in trade. I know we can make money 
at it.” 

“But Nick and I,” I cried. “We want 
to get married.” 

Mother’s lips set. “Don’t talk non- 
sense. You'll just have to make up your 
mind to wait a few years for marriage. 
You know I won't have enough to keep 
up this big place unless we use it for 
some sort of income.” 

I felt the hot tears coming and I ran 
upstairs to my room. I sat down, bewil- 
dered, staring out the window. I didn’t 
want to be a beautician. I hated work 
of that kind. Why couldn’t mother see? 
Why couldn’t she understand that Nick 
and I were in love, really in love so that 
we felt we just had to be together? Why 
couldn’t she sell the house and get a 
small apartment for herself? I thought 
of all those things only I couldn’t seem 
to discuss them with mother. I needed 
some one to advise me and there was no 
one. 

I went around in a daze while she sent 
for catalogues and decided which school 
When she sent in the 
application blank I knew I had to tell 
Nick. 

“Why doesn’t your mother take the 
course herself if she’s so keen on it?” he 


I should enter. 


said. 

“Oh, she’s too frail,” I said, wanting 
desperately to make him understand. 
Then I heard myself repeating words my 
mother had said to me. “If we really 
love each other it won’t hurt us to wait 
a couple of years.” 
“Two years,” he cried. “Honestly, 
Phyl! Can’t you see your mother would 
be a lot better off if she took care of her- 
self? 


of women her age are doing it.” 


She’s in her early forties. Lots 


I just couldn’t seem to argue against 
him so | put my arms around him and 
pleaded. “Help me, darling. She'll see 
our side of it after awhile. It’s just .. . 
well... 
death and she’s used to being looked 


she’s still shaken up over dad’s 
after and... .” 

Nick stopped me with kisses. “All 
right, funny face. If that’s the way you 
want it. Only don’t expect me to wait too 


long.” His voice was husky, urgent. 


I DIDN’T argue any more about taking 
the beautician’s course. But I hated 
every minute of it. All I had to look for- 
ward to were my occasional evenings 
with Nick. He didn’t come to the house 
very often because when he did mother 
wasn’t herself at all. When Nick spoke 
to her she was curt. | was doing every- 
thing she wanted me to do. I couldn’t 
understand why she acted that way. 

I understood after one day when she 
burst out, “You’re seeing too much of 
Nick. As long as you can’t marry him, 
you shouldn’t encourage him.” 

“Mother,” I begged again, “why can’t 
we plan on marriage anyway?” 

“It can’t be,” she cried, her voice 
heavy with anguish. “It can’t be. 1 won’t 
have it. We've got to keep things like 
they have always been. You know I 
need you. I’m not strong. I nearly died 
when you were born. I spent months in a 
rest home because of you. You owe me 
a lot, Phyllis.” 

“All right, mother,” I said helplessly. 
“Til stand by you.” 

That night she took two of her sleeping 
pills. “I’ve got to get a good rest,” she 
said. “The carpenters will be here in 
the morning.” Though I wasn’t nearly 
through the course she was already hav- 
ing the living room done over in prep- 
aration for setting up business. 

After she’d gone to sleep I felt so 
downcast I just had to talk to Nick a 
little while. I called him up and asked 
him if he’d meet me at the park. We 
spent an hour there, just talking and I 
felt better when I let myself into the 
house about eleven o’clock. My feelings 
were soon shattered however when I[ 
found mother walking the floor. 

“Where have you been?” she de- 
manded, her breath coming in quick 
sobs. 

“Why, I just went over to the park and 
met Nick for awhile,” I said. “It was 
early and I didn’t feel like going to bed.” 

She whirled. “And ‘here I was going 
pretty near out of my mind. I woke up 
and called and you weren’t here. I didn’t 
know where you were. I imagined all 
sorts of things.” She seemed ready to col- 
lapse with fright. “My daughter sneak- 
ing out . . . oh, God help us!” 

I felt my face grow hot with shame. 
“Mom .. . I didn’t mean. . . .” 

“I know. You don’t care. Nobody 
cares. Oh, you're killing me.” She looked 
so little, so lost. (Continued on Page 63) 
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she isn’t your child really.” 


“I know yowll hate me, Bill, but I’ve got to tell you 
Rosetta isn’t—well 
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Rose tried to hide from her husband the fact that he wasn’t the father 


of her baby. 


ie WAS A lucky thing for me that Bill was at work 

the day the mailman brought me the letter meant 
the sudden, but sure end to my dreams, hopes, 
marriage, and even my life. For what would life 
mean to me without Rosetta, my five year old daugh- 
ter or Bill, my dependable, trustworthy and adoring 
husband? . 

I knew I had to pull myself together before Ro- 
setta came in from the yard and began asking ques- 
tions. She was so watchful of my every expression, 
that even the tiniest frown would cause her to ask 
me if anything was wrong. It would be hard to keep 
her from knowing something was wrong today, for 
I was so nervous and afraid that I had a sick feeling 


in the pit of my stomach. 


“* 


O, eg “shee See 
i See eS: 


She learned that conscience can betray the darkest secret. 


A cup of strong, black coffee seemed to strengthen 
me and to clear my thoughts a little. I read the letter 
again, hoping that by some miracle it would turn out 
that | had made a horrible mistake. It still read: 

“Hello, Rose! 

“T guess you have forgotten me, but I haven’t for- 
gotten you—or our secret. Right now I am sick and 
need money. Send me $500 at once! If you don’t, 
I may be forced to let the cat out of the bag and ex- 
pose that secret we’d had cozily tucked away for the 
past five years. 

“T talked with a lawyer today, and he told me that 
I could give you some trouble if I wanted to. I don’t 
want to but, if I don’t hear from you within five 
days, I am starting court action to have my baby 











Rose had a secret sin so well covered up 


that she had almost forgotten it 
herself. But the ghost of a lie she 


had lived returned 


to haunt her. 


taken from you. Is she worth $500 to 
you? Is the love and confidence of your 
husband worth $500 to you? You have 
five days to decide!” 

That was all Rose had written except 
her name and an address for me to send 
the money to. But it was enough! To 
me, it meant the end to everything. What 
Rosetta and Bill meant to me wasn’t 
$500 or any other amount of money. I 
would have sent her the money by return 
mail if I had had it or known some place 
I could have borrowed it—without Bill 
knowing about it. But our money was in 
a joint account and I couldn’t just go 
and take out $500 without explaining to 
Bill what I wanted it for. 

Looking out of my kitchen window, I 
could see Rosetta playing happily. As I 
watched her swinging high and low, 
sliding gleefully down into the sandbox 
below, and climbing up on the metal 
frame of the swing with no thought of 
danger, I knew I couldn’t give her up. 
I loved her too much. I wanted to keep 
Rosetta; to keep her safe, healthy and 
happy forever. 

Closing my eyes, I thanked God silent- 
ly for the five happy years He had so 
graciously given me. I asked Him to give 
me understanding of how to cope with 
this new and monstrous problem. 

You see, Rosetta wasn’t really my own 
flesh and blood. She had been given to 
me by her mother before she was born. 
It had all been a mixed-up sort of situa- 
tion. At first I had lived in constant fear 
that something would happen to bring 
Rosetta’s true identity to light, but as 
months passed and nothing happened, I 
decided to relax-and start enjoying my 
wonderful husband and sweet little 


daughter. 

My story really began, I think, when I 
left my home in Kentucky to visit Wil- 
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liam Ade—my husband of two months— 
who was stationed at Camp Phillip 
Kansas. 

Bill and I had known each other for 
years. We had grown up in the same 
neighborhood and attended the same 
school. We exchanged letters after Bill 
was drafted into the Army. After a year, 
while Bill was at home on a seven-day 
furlough, we decided to marry. Part of 
the seven-day period was used in waiting 
and the necessary blood tests, so we had 
a very short honeymoon. 

When I wrote Bill that I wanted to 
visit him, he rented a room for me in 
nearby Salina, Kansas where he could 
visit me almost every night. 

Salina, a clean little town, was over- 
run with soldier’s wives, which caused 
both rooms and jobs to be scarce. How- 
ever, after about a week, I secured a job 
as press operator in the laundry at Camp 
Phillip. Bill and I lived fairly comfort- 
able on our combined salaries. We went 
to shows, dances and church. Some eve- 
nings we just stayed at home and made 
plans for the future. 

In December—after just two short 
happy months with Bill—I found that | 
was an expectant mother. This was 
something I hadn’t counted on. I was 
far from being pleased. Bill and I had 
been so happy—just the two of us—that 
I didn’t want to share our love—even 
with a baby. 

When I told Bill about the baby—he 
was overjoyed. He began to act as if | 
had become so fragile that even a hug 
would crush me. He wanted me to stop 
work at the laundry because it was neces- 
sary for me to ride a jolting bus to and 
from work each day. He was so happy 
about the baby, that I began to like the 
idea myself. He seemed just the type of 
man to make a wonderful father. Pa- 
tience and tolerance were written all 
over him. His every thought, from that 
day on, was for the baby who, rather 
prematurely he called “Junior.” 

Bill left Camp Phillip in February on 
his way overseas. He had told me he 
wanted me to go back to Kentucky to 
live with his mother while he was away, 





because she would make me take care of 
myself. My own mother had died when 
I was quite young, and although I loved 
my father, I could not bring myself to 
love or accept the woman he had mar. 
ried as mother in any sense of the word, 
She seemed nice enough, but somehow | 
resented her and I felt she didn’t like me, 
either. 

After Bill left, I decided I didn’t want 
to go back to Kentucky to live until after 
Bill’s release from the Army. So I came 
to Kansas City, instead. 

I found a job in the Pratt-Whitney 
Plant stripping gears at the strip tank, 
The work was easy, and the pay was 
good. I know I couldn’t have found a 
nicer room or a nicer landlady than Mrs, 
Nina McDaniel. She seemed to like me 
from the start. She became my clos 
friend as well as my landlady. 


to Kansas City made me very happy. He 
wasn’t angry at all; told me he had no 
objection to my staying here if I would 
take good care of myself. He sent me 
$50, which he said was to pay Junior's 
room and board. After that Bill’s letters 
were so sweet, regular and full of love 
for me and our unborn baby. I was de 
liriously happy! 

I saved all my allotment checks, all 
the extra money Bill sent to me, and as 
much of my salary each week as I could 
for the time when I would be off from 
work after the baby was born. Mrs. 
McDaniel had promised that she would 
keep him for me—if I wanted to con 
tinue working. Since I worked from 
midnight until 7 o’clock, I could keep 
him myself during the day. She would 
just have to give him his six o'clock 
feeding every morning—except Satur 
day and Sunday mornings following my 
off nights. 

It was May and Mrs. McDaniel was 
housecleaning. She had asked me if the 
noise of the sander would disturb my 
sleep. She was sorry she had to use it 
while I was trying to get some sleep, but 
she had rented the floor sander from 
Stolzing Hardware and wanted to get her 
floors sanded as soon as possible, so she 
could return the machine. 

The noise of the sander hada! 
bothered me at all. But I hadn’t noticed 
the cord on the stairway where Mr 
McDaniel had left it plugged in the out 
let. As I started down stairs my foot be 
came entangled in the cord. I fell. #t 


My first letter from Bill after I came 
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first I just felt (Continued on Page 52) 
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EPTEMBER WITH its Labor Day 

holiday automatically marks the end 
of summer vacations, the back-to-school 
and work theme. 

Harvest time and fall crops of luscious 
grapes, melons, apples, home grown 
corn, potatoes, pumpkins, cabbage and 
tomatoes are plentiful. Truck gardeners 
are bringing in all their home grown 
crops to make the markets a wild array 
of fall foods. Homemakers are shopping 
and thinking ahead to filling the store- 
toom and pantry. 

Industrious housewives start to can 


foods of every description and make 
jams and jellies for future use. Then 
comes the job of filling the deep freezer 
with all sorts of fruits, vegetables and 
meats, so that the feeling of “plenty” 
for the rest of the season will be preva- 
lent. No matter how far ahead plans are 
made for getting the youngsters ready 
for school and all the other chores, there 
never seems to be enough time to do all 
the things that are necessary. Getting 
the children ready for school, sorting old 
clothes, letting out hems and buying new 
shoes and sturdy school clothes all take 


ay fall And 
The Family 








their toll on mother’s energy and dad’s 
pocketbook. 

There seems to be no end to the things 
that must be done, from the baby to 
big brother and sister dashing off to col- 
lege. Time must be readjusted both for 
school and work, and for household and 
family activities. The house too, comes 
in for its share of redecorating and 
changing to give it the warmth needed 
for cold weather. Shown on these pages 
are suggestions and ideas for the home 
and family to help in every way to make 
the fall routine as easy as possible. 
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Playtime pedal pusher by Sally Togs is 
ink denim outfit with bra to match, has 
indy-striped cotton trim. Mexican hat 
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Sister outfits designed by DeVera, are Cal 


waffle pique, trimmed with chintz cut-out per, 
hav 


applique. 


All-Purpose 
Children’s Togs 


T’S SCHOOL time again! The rush 
of summer activities has quieted 
down and mothers have begun shopping 
for practical school clothes to be added 
to the youngsters’ wardrobes. Mothers 
are always looking for something easy to 
launder; something that will stand the 
wear and tear of the backyard and play- 
room. 

When children come home from 
school and take off their good clothes, 
sun suits and overalls are the right kind 
of playclothes. Today’s practical mate- 
rials are a blessing to all mothers. They 
will stand hard washings. Many of the 
materials do not have to be ironed and 
will take a lot of punishment. 

Many fabrics are combined with ny- 
lon and are crease-resistant. This means 
lighter wash days and less work for 
homemakers. Along with playtime 
clothes, every little girl wants some party | 
clothes and designers have done a great 
job in matching styles which will make | Little gir 
little girls feel like their mothers in | 'ufles ov, 
ruffles, lace and bows. 
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Called “The Carpenter,” these coveralls are 
perfect for rough playground activities, 
have zippers up front, large pockets. De- 
signed by “Work and Play Togs.” 





little girl’s sun suit of red cotton twill has bra top with wide fan 
ules over each shoulder, Pants are made with cuff, deep pockets. 
Partial belt ties up in a cute bow in front. 













“Party Time” in Grace Bond original of white or- 
gandy pinafore dress, has full, gathered skirt, un- 
derskirt edged in red eyelet embroidery. Tiny red 
dots on the blouse and skirt are hand-embroidered. 
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Ruffles and lace are theme of little misses’ pinafore dress and 
apron in green organdy with deep eyelet embroidered ruffles, 
edged in tiny val lace with matching shoulder ruffles. 
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COOKING 


W ITH COOL days ahead and the kids 

going back to school, mother’s 
od problems are somewhat different 
han at other seasons. Soup is the one 
lish that saves time and energy. Whether 
omemade or canned it is delicious when 
repared right. 

Soups of today are of great nutritional 
alue and are good for many other rea- 
ms as well. Their flavor and aroma 
me quickly to mind, but we know too, 


Oyster Stew 


)ysters are highly prized as a food because of 


eir high food value and delicate flavor. They . 


e highly nourishing, rich in vitamin and min- 
| content. Oysters are known for being very 
asy to digest, even when they are raw. For ex- 
ellent oyster stew, drain liquid from 1 quart 
oysters and put into a saucepan. Scald the 


iquid and skim. Add oysters. Cook until edges 


egin to curl. Heat 1 pint of milk to boiling 
oint. Add salt and pepper to taste, 2 tbsps. 
itter, then milk. Serve in heated pottery 
shes so soup will stay hot. 





that they carry valuable mineral salts 
and vitamins which are needed so much 
in daily diets. 

There is no end to the many uses and 
kinds of soup, both plain or creamed. It 
fills the bill-of-fare, from luncheons to 
whole meals or midnight snacks. There 
is nothing more delightful than a good 
bowl of soup, served with crisp crackers, 
When the children 


come home from school at lunch time, or 


a salad and dessert. 


Soup’s On 


*, mixed with other vegetables in tossed salad, 





when their appetites are light and hard 
to please, try a good soup. There is sure 
to be one in the hundred of varieties 
which will please and add interest to 
On cold nights treat the 
family to a new soup as a meal starter. 





















your menu. 


For the modern way of using canned 
soups, there are so many little tricks that 
can make it unusual and a real delight to 
serve, that soup will become a must in 
menu planning. 
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Cream of Water Cress 
and Celery Soup 


Spring appetites call for greens. One of the 
most favored of these is water cress, a beau- 
tiful, crisp, spicy green full of vitamins and 
calcium and iron minerals. Water cress may be 








used instead of lettuce in sandwiches, added to 
egg or meat salads or peanut butter sand- 
wiches. For something different, try it in @ 
delicious soup. Put 1 cup of celery leaves, % 
small white onion, and 4% bunch of water cress 
and stems through the finest knife of the food 
chopper. Blend 1 tbsp. of butter or fortified 
margarine, 1 tbsp. flour and cook, stirring con 
stantly, until thickened. Add water cress leaves 
chopped medium fine. Heat thoroughly. Serve 
immediately. 










Melt 3 t/ 
milk anc 








Clam Chowder Bisque Savory Black Bean Soup 
Combine *4 cup evaporated milk, 4 cup water. Stir gradually into 1 can Black bean soup is a real taste-treat. Over low heat, gradually add 
condensed clam chowder. Heat to boiling point. Place 1 tsp. butter in 1 can of water to 1 can condensed black bean soup. Add % tsp. 
each soup dish. Sprinkle with paprika. Pour chowder into dish. Sprinkle celery seed, % tsp. onion salt, 3 bay leaves. Bring to boil and let 
additional paprika on top of soup. Serve with crackers. simmer 10 minutes. Remove bay leaves. Garnish with lemon slices. 


Fr 


Shrimp Bisque 
Melt 3 tbsps. of butter or margarine in a saucepan. Add 1 tbsp. chopped onion and saute for three minutes. Blend in 3 tbsps. flour. Add 3 cups 
milk and boil. Add *4 cup grated cheese and stir until it melts. Add 1 cup cleaned shrimp. Simmer five minutes. Serve hot. 


43 





INTERIORS 





Bathrooms 
Can Be 
Beautiful 


ODAY’S BATHROOM interiors are 

as elegant and decorative as the most 
modern living or dining room. If one is 
not fortunate enough to be able to afford 
all of the new glamorous accessories of 
modern plumbing, with glassed-in show- 
ers, and sunken tubs, there are a number 
of things which can be done with paint 
and department store equipment to make 
the old bathroom beautiful. 





Bathroom window is draped with swag of two Cannon bath towels stitched together, 
,oped in contrasting color ribbon. Round’ cushion on chair is made from matching 
bath towel. 


Master bathroom is stylized with built-in basin-dressing table, glass 
enclosed shower stall. Formica is used for tops. Mirrors, indired 
lighting add distinction. 


Jathroom and dressing room combined has cabinets built 
ound sinks and plenty of glass for beauty. Walls are covered 
in smart Greff fabric which creates air of luxury. 


i} 














Stunning guest bathroom has walls cov- 

ered with Greff's “Medway,” documentary 

wallpaper in pink and dull green on a 
cream background. 


se Plastic tile comes in brilliant colors, is 
- inexpensive, easy to put on the walls, and 
‘ r will add light. Wallpapers that are water- 
a proof, steam-resistant and washable are 
be available at budget prices and create 
ow: ‘ ; : ; 
unique ideas for colors in curtains and 
iber 
: towels. 
pe Even old sheets and bath towels may 
ake 


be used to pep up the room. Monograms 
too, add the personal touch. 








Modern bathroom arrangement displays 
tiled shower stall with its own door, which 
allows two persons to use the bathroom. 
























Men 42 Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 







works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you’ve been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 

more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you’ve 

always. wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 












Mail coupon for no risk offer! 













See SS SS SS SS SS ee See 


S| RAVEEN bept. T-9 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
risk offer. 
OO! enclose $1.20 









NOMORENOA 








Honey back guarantee 


Try RAVEEN according to direc- 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- 
turn unused portion of jar and full 











0 Send C.O0.D. plus postage 
















purchase price will be immediately Nome 
refunded. Address 
City State 
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HEALTH 





Problems 


A a ee eS Sense 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


4uthor of *‘ The Biology Of The Negro” 


[ WOULD seem, on superficial ob- 
servation, that the entire population 
s divided into two groups—those who 
ire trying to lose weight and those who 
vant to become heavier. The female 
yntingent, particularly, appears never 
be satisfied with the status quo. The 
\otivation for this constant change is 
he worthy urge to be attractive and in 
ashion. Just as the blonde strives to be 
. brunette and the brunette bleaches her 
1air, so the slender woman. imagines she 
would look better as a stylish stout, while 
1er heavier sister wants to be the sil- 
jouette type. Alteration of weight for 
1ealth’s sake, which should be the prime 
bject, is the least consideration. 
Overweight is such an important prob- 
m that a great deal of publicity has 
een given it. So much emphasis has 
een placed on the dangers of obesity 
hat the fact that underweight is also an 
indesirable condition is ignored. 
Overweight and underweight are prob- 
ms of nutrition but they are otherwise 
nrelated. Obesity is a disease of itself. 
is harmful because of the actual pres- 
nce of too much fat which adds a strain 
the heart and prevents other vital or- 
It is 
used by consuming more food than 


sans from functioning properly. 


> body can utilize for growth and en- 
gy. It can be cured by the simple ex- 
dient of reducing the amount of food 
iten. 

On the other hand, underweight is not 
armful of itself. 
ise it is a symptom of some condition 


It is important be- 
1at may be very dangerous. It may or 
ay not be related to the quantity of 
od eaten and its cure may involve pro- 
lures much more difficult than the re- 
rrangement of the diet. 


f 


Underweight 













The weight factor in health should be watched constantly from childhood. 


While we often speak of overweight 
and underweight, it is not always easy to 
say where one begins and the other leaves 
off. No one can say with certainty what 
the normal weight of a person should be. 
On the other hand, we do know what the 
average weight is. Statisticians have 
weighed and measured a large number 


of apparently healthy people and deter- 


mined the average figure for a given age, 
height, and sex. Although these figures 
are generally used as a guide to estimate 
the desirable weight for any person, itis 
conceded that there may be inherited 
characteristics which permit the normal 
weight to be at variance from the av- 
erage weight. For this reason a de 
parture of at least 10 percent over oF 
under the average weight is permitted in 
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determining the existence of overweight 
or underweight. 

Insurance companies, which are in- 
terested in how long their policyholders 
live, have found that whether under- 
weight or overweight shortens life de- 
pends on the age of the individual. They 
find that overweight is desirable in a 
young individual and underweight de- 
sirable in an older one. A child 15 years 
old who is 20 percent overweight has a 
5 percent longer than normal life ex- 
pectancy, while a man 45 years old and 
over has 20 percent less than normal ex- 
pectancy of life. On the other hand, a 
15 year-old child who is 20 percent un- 
derweight has a 35 percent less chance 
of living its normal span of life, but a 
45 year-old man 20 percent underweight 
will most probably live his normal life 
expectancy. 

An obvious but common cause of un- 
derweight is starvation in various de- 
grees which may be voluntary or forced. 
There are some people who do not eat 
enough because of insufficient money to 
buy the food they need. This is fre- 
quently true among children in the slum 
areas of large cities. It is also more com- 
mon than it should be among students 
who support themselves in college. 
Temperamental, creative people—artists, 
composers, scientists—are often under- 
weight both because their earnings are 
meager and because they become so en- 
grossed in their work as to neglect their 
nourishment. 

Food sufficient to maintain a normal 
weight under one set of circumstances 
might lead to a marked loss of weight 
under other conditions. A person con- 
stantly confined to bed or in a sedentary 
occupation may satisfy his requirements 
with relatively small amounts of food, 
but if heavy physical labor is performed, 
the same diet will be inadequate to main- 
tain weight. Usually the appetite varies 
with the need for food and in this way 
regulates the proper consumption of 
nourishment. 

The most extreme instances of under- 
weight amounting to emaciation of the 
highest order are seen by doctors in hos- 
pitals among patients who have diseases 
that interfere with swallowing. Such 
diseases are cancer of the esophagus and 
stricture of the esophagus, which is often 
the sequel of swallowing corrosive sub- 
stances such as lye. In order to keep 
these patients alive it is necessary for the 
surgeon to sew (Continued on Page 51) 
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“My make-up has to stay looking 
perfect under the hot, glaring kleig 
lights. Black and White Vanishing 
Cream holds my make-up on longer, 
fresher—so I’m sure of that perfect 
Camera Close-Up Look.” 














x Beautify your complexion 
with Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
—actually checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
softer. Try it—have that perfect 
Camera Close-Up Look—today! 


<f+Ee For face powder that clings like 
LO" =~ mist—lipstick that stays 
{> <P on and on—look for 

= ~— name Black and White. 








SUBSCRIBE TO TAN 








NEED MONEY? 


Housewife Tells You How She Made Extra 
Money In Spare Time pom 


“With three children to sup- 
port, we had a hard time 
getting by on my husband’s 
salary. Now, thanks to Lucky 
Heart, I can still look after 
my children and earn the 
extra money we need in my 
spare time. I’m glad I’m a 
Lucky Heart representative.” 
Mrs. E. B., South Carolina 















* 
MAKE EXTRA MONEY YOURSELF 
Write for this FREE CATALOG 


Use this new catalog to show 
friends and neighbors ex- 
quisite new cosmetics that 
every one of them will want. 
You'll enjoy taking orders 
in your spare time and you'll 
make good money. Write to- 
day and we'll rush your cat- 
alog, display case offer and 
free samples. We send every- 
thing you need, show you 
how to make money. Write 
LUCKY HEART, 
Dept. 7¢-86......... 

Memphis, Tenn. 
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City parents take big risk by 
allowing small children to go 
to school unescorted. 





When Your Child 
Enters School 


‘IVING A head start to a child enter- 
” ing school for the first time this 
|| means much more than teaching him 

ABC’s and how to count to 100. Pre- 


hool lessons are not needed. In fact, a 
ther’s responsibility in preparing her 
| or boy for the exciting new experi- 
ce is largely a matter of orientation, 
ranging for health checks, buying 
,001 clothes and planning a program 

lunch and after-school care. In the 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 
Instructor in Pediatrics 
NorthwesternUniversity 

few remaining weeks much can be ac- 
complished in the direction of making 
the child’s attitude concerning this first 
step out into the world one of great ex- 
pectations, rather than anxiety. 

A primary consideration is arranging 
for a thorough physical examination of 
the child. This must include vaccination 
to protect him against smallpox, inocula- 
tion for whooping cough, tetanus and 
diphtheria. A Schick test to determine 


whether he is immune to diphtheria is 
also recommended. The family doctor 
may give inoculations or he recommends 
a free public clinic. Often the school as 
sumes responsibility for this prevente- 
tive care. In any case, every mother 
should keep a complete immunization 
record of her child, in a safe place ready 
for immediate reference. 

A child entering school will need good 
eye-sight and hearing. Separate examine 
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tions of eyes and ears should be made. 
Often defects in these faculties go un- 
noticed until a child enters school. Then 
they may still go un-noticed and cause 
trouble with studies. A visit to a dentist, 
and at least one other visit each year 
thereafter, is a must. 

Frequently five- and six-year-old chil- 
dren have speech difficulties either result- 
ing from timidity or physical impedi- 
ments. If your child does not express 
himself well you should arrange for an 
examination that will reveal the seat of 
his trouble. 

Good hearing is also essential for 
progress in school. A child will need to 
be able to distinguish between such 
words as cap and nap; fall and tall; big 
and pig. 

About the only things which a mother 
should ask her child to memorize before 
entering school for the first time are his 
full name, address, telephone number, 
parents’ names, and his father’s business 
address. He will need to know these facts 
in case of emergency. 

As I said before a child need not know 
the alphabet and be able to count to 100. 
That sort of training is entirely un- 
necessary and outmoded as a require- 
ment for entering school. But somehow 
this old fashioned idea of a mother giv- 
ing her child pre-school lessons still 
seems to adhere. Perhaps this is true be- 
cause many parents would like their 
children to appear precocious. Actually, 
the child’s being able to count to 100— 
or 500—proves nothing except that he 
has a reasonably good memory. If he 
does learn to count, and many children 
do before they go to school, it is advis- 
able that it be along the lines of count- 
ing pennies, silverware for the table, toys 
and other concrete objects, rather than 
abstract figures which mean nothing to 
him. 

A child entering school for the first 
time should be able to attend to his toilet 
needs; put on and take off his coat, cap 
and gloves; express himself in sentences; 
get along well with other children; con- 
centrate on one project for fifteen or 
twenty minutes and carry through with 
it to completion. 

He should be able to follow simple 
directions, and some authorities say, 
cross side streets unescorted. However, I 
am not in total agreement with the last 
qualification. I live in a large city and 
know that traffic deaths of small children 
are at times appallingly high. 
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Start now to have a lighter, brighter 
skin appearance with 






SQN, 


Don’t envy your friends! Now, with Star Glow Skin Lightener you, 
too, may have the beauty-bright, creamy smooth skin appearance 
that invites romance. Wouldn't you be thrilled and delighted to 
have a skin appearance that is so lovely and irresistible and, oh, 
so kissable? Star Glow Skin Lightener has been used by thousands 
...So why don’t you try it, too? Send 
for the big jar today on our generous 
guarantee of complete satisfaction or 
your money will be sent back to you. 


* 4 BSOLUTELY GUARANTEED 
to lighten your skin, or your money 
back at once! 





STAR GLOW Dept. rcs 











1820 $. Michigan Ave., Chisege 16, 0 Send coupon 
Please rush to me a 6-week supply of Star Glow Skin 
Lightener on your money back guarantee offer. fo [ yo U a 
0 or pcg - 0 ont — for $1.00 

nd postpaid, tax pa plus tax and postage Oia BEAUTY 

Name 
— TREATMENT” 
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HELP PREVENT DRY, CRACKING HAIR 
CAUSED BY ABUSE AND NEGLECT 
DON'T WAIT UNTIL IT’S TOO LATE 


Dt) te 


Co Back 


TOO FAST? 





GIVE YOURSELF THIS TREATMENT JUST ONCE 


That's All We Ask — Just One Trial — You Will Marvel At The Results. 
You Will Be Absolutely Amazed Or it Doesn't Cost You One Penny. 
This Fine Care With Latest Formulas Aids in Preventing DRY, CRACK- 
od hg IT MAY BE THE ANSWER TO YOUR HAIR AND SCALP 


€ 








TAKE REAL FINE CARE OF YOUR SCALP 


e MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


-~gr Red 
ft 2 
While there is something new under the sun, almost every doy, 


Beavticians, Expert Hairdressers and Dermatologists all ore familiar 
HELP A DRY, with the use of LANOLIN. In recent years, it has been believed thot 
CHOLESTROL is the active ingredient of LANOLIN. CHOLESTROL is 
CRACKING HAIR FINAL STEP an ingredient found in all vegetables, in all animols, and in our 
Being a woman, your hair is in need of either 7% bodies. It is now possible for chemists to produce o synthetic 
in Hi . CHOLESTROL, which mokes it possible to use CHOLESTROL in this 
bethatiitt. ware ng # sana en-us If you Press, special hoir and scolp treatment. Your hair grows from the follicles 
be certain to use t td special Homogenized locoted in the tissues of your scalp. The condition of your hair 
Formula enclosed with your treatment. This depends upon the normal health of your scalp. The LANOLIN Cream 
formula contains micro-wax which melts with Shampoo which you receive with this treatment is to be used os a 
the heat of the comb and water-proofs the Shampoo to cleanse the hair and scolp. ' 
hair, and at the same time helps to hold the You get everything, the L.S.C. Balsam Treatment, the LANOLIN 
setting or styling. Shampoo, the DH12 Formula containing CHOLESTROL and the special 
THIS SPECIAL PRESSING COMPOUND RESISTS PERSPI- Homogenized Formula, all a real value, formerly $4.75, but all you 


RATION AND KEEPS YOUR HAIR LOOKING LOVELIER, 
LONGER. MELPS PREVENT OVER- PRESSED, pry, Pay now is only $2.98, plus postage. Follow directions and you will 


CRACKING HAIR CONDITION. bless the day you tried this proper way. 


SEND NO MONEY cit in couroN-TEAR OFF AND MAIL NOW! 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, Inc., Brooklyn 23, N. Y. Dept. YL-9 
Ispeciat 3 MONTH SIZE TREATMENT MONEY BACK GUARANTEE r 
I would like to try your special hair and scalp treatment. Send me one Regular Orde 
Size Jar of L.S.C. Balsam Treatment containing LANOJIN Sulphur. Castor Oil and 
Balsam of Peru—A Jar of Lanolin Cream Shampoo. A Regular Size Jar of DH-12 Now 
| Formula containing CHOLESTROL and a Regular Size of Homogenized Pressing 
Cream to be used for pressing. waving or marcelling made with micro-wax, 
| CANON Emulsion. Mineral Oils, all power-homogenized into a protective, lubri- 
cating formula. Send me everything. On delivery collect $2.98, plus postage. 
I must be delighted and pleased in every way or every cent will be refunded. 
li 1 am pleased. | will tell my friends about this wonderlul system treatment 
| and of the benelits of LANOLIN and CHOLESTROL. Send everything to: 
































H NAME 
| ADDRESS 
CITY ZONE STATE 
[ YOU GET ENOUGH OF EVERYTHING TO LAST 3 MONTHS 


The treetmeat as described here should be taken every two weeks. The hair will stey 
lovely curled. waved or pressed until the shampoo is gives, The benetits of the overnight 
antiseptic treatment are best when spread at iniervals of two weeks and Fe belore the 
necessary shampoo. Full directions come en each jar in this treatment. A 100% money back 
ueresiee will be iacluded in your package along with the Doctor's Booklet om Hair and 
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KNOW THE JOY OF 


JET BLACK HAIR 


.». by tonight! 





Tonight you can 
say goodbye to 
hair that is streaked, gray, 
faded, burnt or lifeless. With the first 


dull, 
application of BLACK STRAND Hair Color- 


ing, your hair takes on a natural, lustrous 
black beauty —evenly! BLACK STRAND 
won't rub off. Only occasional touch-ups 
necessary at temples, partings and roots as 
hair grows out. Yes, you can have like-new 
hair, shining, young-looking, this very night, 
in your own home. No waiting for results. 
No expensive beauty parlor treatments neces- 
sary. USE BLACK STRAND to have your 
hair look its colorful best. Satisfaction or 
money refunded. GET BLACK STRAND 
today—look like a new person tonight! At 
Druggists Everywhere. 


BLACK STRAND 


5 SHADES .. . Jet Black—Black—Dark 
Brown—Medium Brown—Light Brown 


STRAND PRODUCTS CO. 
Dept. 723-L, 118 S. Clinton, Chicago 6, il. 


Want A Gov't Job? 


START HIGH AS $3,795.00 YEAR 


MEN—WOMEN. Thousands of po- 
sitions open. Prepare NOW for 
next examinations. Write imme- 
diately for free 32-page book, with 
list of positions and 
particulars telling how 
to prepare. Grade 
school education neces- 
sary. Veterans get 
preference. 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 


(Not Government 
Controlled) 


Dept. M-51, 
Rochester 4, N. Y. 

























Baking is one of 
America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
field for trained and experienced men. 
Thorough basic spare time home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 

FREE Booklet, “Opportunities ‘in Com- 
mercial Baking.”’ 

NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 


835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3236, Chicago 14, Ill. 


THREE SHADES 
LIGHTER 





YES .. SEE your complexion become lighter, brighter, 
ond blemish-free Right before your eyes. 

New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is unlike 
any product you ever hove used before. No waiting hope- 
fully f6r months to see the results you wont, With the 
improved NEVOLINE formula we guarantee you will see 
your skin grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 

Order © trial jar today! Be convinced thot NEVOLINE is 
the gentle cream you have been woiting for. In large 
2 oz. jors ot $1.00 each, or 3 jors for $2.00. Save €.0.D. 
C0sts, enclose your remittance with order. Act now! 


PARIS IMPERIAL 


1, i & 


G. P.O. Box 129, New York 1, 











Health 
(Continued from Page 47) 


the stomach to the abdominal wall and 
make an opening into it so that food can 
be put directly into the stomach. Some- 
times diseases of the mouth and ulcer or 
cancer of the stomach cause so much pain 
when food is taken that would 
rather starve than suffer from eating. 
While the factors so far mentioned ex- 
plain many instances of underweight prob- 
ably the most important and prevalent 
though little understood cause is a dis- 
turbance of appetite. It must be pointed 
out that hunger and appetite are two dif- 
ferent sensations. While they usually go 
together one may exist without the other. 
Hunger is a sensation arising in the stom- 
ach and intestines when they are empty. 
Appetite an 
acquired emotion, in which there is a de- 
sire to experience the pleasure of eating. 
Hunger is unpleasant, appetite is pleasant. 
One may be hungry, i.e., the stomach may 
be empty and the body food, yet 
there is no appetite, i.e., there is no desire 
for food because of the blocking influence 


patients 


is a psychological sensation, 


need 


of some emotion as, for example. a dis- 
gusting sight, love, hate, or anger. On the 


other hand, a gourmand, who is excessively 
fond of food, may have an appetite for 
even more food after partaking of a heavy 
meal, 

The loss of appetite may not be just a 


transitory event. It may be a permanent 
emotional disturbance and as such may 
be justly called a neurosis. It may have 


its foundation in anxiety, fear, loss of se- 
or it may be seated deeper in 
Many underweight peo- 
will say “I am never hungry” when 
actually mean they have an 
appetite. Or they will aver that they stay 
thin though they eat heavily, but a check 
of the food they really consume will reveal 

substandard diet. If they forcibly put 
adequate amounts of food into their stom- 
other 


curity, ete., 
the subconscious. 
ple 


they never 


achs they will gain weight as any 
person will. An extreme instance of this 
state of mind is a serious condition known 
as anorexia nervosa in which the patient 
absolutely refuses to eat. This is a mental 
state in which there is a complete loss of 
or what really amounts to morbid 
Even when 


appetite, 
distaste for food of all kinds. 
confined in a hospital and closely super- 


vised, the subjects who are usually nerv- 
ous. high-strung women, use all sorts of 


clever tricks to dispose of food without 
eating it. Extreme emaciation results. 

It is obvious that these people need psy- 
chiatric treatment. It is true that 
other people with less severe loss of appe- 
tite but with enough such disturbance to 
keep them chronically will 
have better results with the cooperation of 
a psychiatrist who can ferret out a deep- 
seated cause of an unadmitted aversion to 
food. Cooperation of the patient is diffi- 
cult abstinence for him serves a 


useful purpose. 


also 


underweight 


because 











| MEExtra Money 
E CHILDREN’S WEAR 


Introduce mothers to adorably- 
styled, long-wearing dresses—in- 
cluding famous Dan River Ging- 
hams. ..and T-shirts, separates, 
mix-and- match styles, playwear 
nightwear for children, school 
and pre-school ages. Huge selec- 
tion AT LOW PRICES. 

Rush your name for 

Big Display, sent 
absolutely FREE. See how easy itis to 
make extra money and get your own 
children’s dresses without one penny 
..in just spare time. Write today. 


HARFORD, Dept.H-2353 
CINCINNATI 25, OHIO 


HIGH SCHOOL 


Helps You Get Ahead! 
Get Your Diploma At Home 


If you want to get ahead in business, a profession 
or socially—this may be your opportunity! Finish 
high school now—without attending classes. In 
your spare time, you cover the subjects you need 
—avoid wasting time. Standard approved texts. 
Individual instruction, easy-to-follow, 
lessons help you finish faster, ae 
Diploma awarded. Write FREE 
=! now for full facts! CATALOG 


WAYNE SCHOOL cataiog tas-1) 


2527 Sheffield Avenue, Chicago 14, Illinois 


a LDeatyn Smua Fashions 
LEARN AT HOME*:SPARE TIME 


Fascinating field. Design own wardrobe at consid- 
™ erable saving. Gainexperience designing for oth- 
ers. It may lead tothrillingcareer—evena shopof 
your own some day. Basic “learn-by-doing™ course 
under guidance of qualified teachers provides ex- 
cellent Agere ta point for a career. Send for free 
klet, ““Adventures In Dress il 























NAT 1ONAL "scHOOL OF DRESS DE 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3236, Bs meng 14, Hl. 


apo MAIR 


Now you can shampoo oes a A ag hair the 
same time with SHAMPO R, any_ shade. 


No dyed look, permits erm Simple, cau- 
tion: use only’ as directed on !abel.—Most lasting. 
Write for Free Booklet. 
VALLIGNY PRODUCTS, INC. 

Dept. 70-T, 254 West 3ist Street, New York |, New York 








SONG POEMS ,";. 


SET % eMUSIC 


%& Submit one or more of your best poems 


* 
* 
* 


for free examination. Any subject. Send 
poem for details and information. 


Phonograph Records Made 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS 
228 Beacon Bldg., Boston 8, Mass. 
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to relieve pain, itching instantly—soothes 
inflamed tissues—lubricates dry, hard- 
ened parts—helps prevent cracking, sore- 
ness—reduce swelling. You get real com- 
forting help. Don’t suffer needless torture 
from simple piles. Get Pazo for fast, won- 
derful relief. Ask your doctor about it. 
Suppository form— also tubes with per- 
sored pile pipe for easy application. 
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You’re Not 

The 

Father 
(Continued from Page 38) 


hook up—but not hurt. I told Mrs. Me- 
Daniel not to bother calling Dr. Booker. 
Half an hour later I was in terrible pain. 
Dr. Booker was called and I was rushed 
to the hospital where needless to say, I 
lost my baby. 

The next day, Mrs. McDaniel brought 
me a letter to the hospital from Bill. It 
was full of references to Junior. “Here’s 
$200 for Junior’s room and board,” he 
wrote. “I want him to pay me back as 
soon as he can get a job!” 

lhe hardest task, I knew, would be tell- 
ing him that I lost Junior. I promised 
myself that I would write and tell him as 
soon as I left the hospital. When I did 
try to write and tell him, I couldn’t bring 
myself to do it. The baby had meant so 
much to him. 
ceived a letter from him that said: “Rose, 
you don’t know what it means to me to 
have a wife and son to come home to. I 
can hardly wait to get my discharge!” 
Instead of writing him the truth, I told 
him Junior was fine and kicking to beat 
the band. 

I promised myself I would tell him in 
the next letter or the next, but each time 
tried, words failed me. Deep down in 
my heart, I must have felt Bill would 
think I had lost the baby through care- 
lessness on my part. Maybe, if I had gone 
back to Kentucky as Bill had wanted me 
to, | wouldn’t have lost the baby. In a 
way, it had been carelessness on my part. 
[f I had looked down, I would have seen 
that electric cord. 

When I knew that I could not bring my- 
self to write and tell Bill the truth, I prom- 
ised I would tell him when he came home. 
| knew I would have to tell him someday, 
but I wanted to put it off as long as I 
could. I alibied that to upset Bill could 
cause such disappointment and grief that 
he could easily become careless and lose 
his own life. Then, too, maybe I could 
make him understand much easier if we 
were face to face. So, I continued to write 


lies to Bill. 


| . WAS June—and a very pretty day. 

[ decided to walk out to the nearest 
park. I had been living here since early 
in March, but I hadn’t seen very much of 
the city. I had noticed, however, the beauty 
of the parks from the streetcar window. 

As I sat on the bench, surrounded by 
the beautiful green trees, singing birds, 
ind laughing happy children, playing and 
running, I thought of my baby and the 
plans I had for him. In just two more 


months I would have been a _ happy 
mother. I would have been sending out 


That very day I had re- © 





birth notices—a big and very special one 
to Bill. I could imagine the big grin on 
Bill’s face as he read the birth notice that 
would tell him his son was real—and not 
just the hope that we had cherished for 
Then my thoughts turned to 
the real facts. What would be Bill's reac- 
tions to the truth about the baby? Would 
my excuse for not telling him at the time 
it happened seem plausible? How would 
I go about telling him? I dreaded the 
day I would have to tell Bill the truth! 

I was so absorbed in my own unhappy 
thoughts that I hadn’t noticed a young 
woman who was occupying the other end 
of the bench. I don’t know how long she 
had been sitting there. She looked very 
unhappy. Looking closer, I noticed that 
she was an expectant mother. I wondered 
how she could be so unhappy when she 
still had her baby. The woman must have 
felt my eyes on her, for she turned her 
tear-streaked face toward me. Her big 
brown eyes were full of unshed tears. My 
heart was full of sympathy for her. 

“You look so very unhappy!” I said im- 
pulsively. She turned her face away and 
looked straight in front of her for a full 
I thought she had decided not to 
If she had, it would have served 
me right! I should have kept my big 
mouth closed. But she looked at me again. 
and said: “What I should do is kill my- 
self!” She paused thoughtfully. “But as 
miserable as I am, [ still don’t have the 
nerve to do that. I don’t know why. I 
wouldn’t even be missed. There’s nobody 
to care what happens to me!” Her tears 
began to flow freely. 

“My dear, nothing could be that bad!” 
I told her. “There is always some one to 
care what happens! You for one should 
care. You should care what happens to 
you for the sake of your baby. I would 
give- anything if I were an expectant 
mother, as you are. I should think you 
would be very happy!” 

“The baby is the cause of all my trou- 
bles. Maybe I'd be happy to be an ex- 
pectant mother if I were married. But 
I’m not married. The father of my baby 
was killed in action without even knowing 
about the baby. I have no money and no 
place to live, so how can I be happy? 
Please tell me—what have I to be happy 
about?” She paused. For a moment we 
sat in silence. I tried to think of some- 
thing comforting to say. but couldn’t. I 
asked her why she didn’t go to one of the 
homes for unmarried girls. It seemed to 
me that anything would be better than 
taking her own life and the baby’s. 

“T don’t know why I haven’t tried to get 
into one of those homes. I’m just ashamed, 
I guess. I find it hard to talk to strangers 
understand why I’m 
Somehow, 


nine months. 


minute. 
answer. 


—usually. I can’t 
blabbing my head off to you. 
you seem so easy to talk to. Thanks for 
listening to my tale of woe. I feel much 
better already, but it must have been bor- 
ing for you to listen. My name is Ester 
Helms. It’s been nice talking to you. I 
hope we see each other again soon.” 











Walking home, I had a mixed feeling of 
sympathy and guilt. Why hadn’t I offered 
to help Ester? She could have shared my 
room for a while. Maybe I should have 
offered her money. I could have spared 
her enough to tide her over for a while. 
I didn’t know why I hadn’t offered to help 
Ester. I tried to dismiss the whole thing 
from my mind. But my thoughts kept 
straying to her. I wondered if Ester had 
gone to a maternity home, and if not, 
where she had slept. Most. of all. since 
Ester’s troubles were no concern of mine, 
why did her face stay before me? 

At breakfast, I wondered if she had food. 
I should have gone to bed, but instead, | 
bathed, dressed and walked to the park, 
hoping Ester would be there. The day 
was warm and sunny. It was the sort of 
day that makes you thankful just to be 
alive. 

Ester was there just as I had hoped she 
would be. She was wearing the same 
bright colored smock she had worn the day 
before. Her face was clean, but her hair 
had not been combed. Her hair was brown 
and looked naturally curly, but the curls 
were sort of matted this morning. You 
could tell her hair would be_ beautiful 
under the care of a good stiff brush. 

“Hello Ester!” I greeted her. “It’s nicd 
seeing you again. How are you feeling 
this bright sunny day?” 

“J was just thinking of you, wondering 
if I'd ever see you again. Do you come 
to the park every day?” 

“No, I usually sleep during the day. 
since I work nights.” I replied. “I came 
to the park today because I wanted to see 
you again. Have you eaten your break- 
fast, yet? I hope you haven't, so you can 
eat with me. I get so tired of eating alone 
all the time.” 

I had already eaten, but I wanted Ester 
to think I hadn’t. If she accepted, I could 
make a pretense at eating again. At first 
Ester said she wasn’t hungry, but she 
finally agreed to have breakfast with me. 
She ate heartily, too—once she got started. 

We talked as she helped me with the 
dishes. I told her of losing my baby. She 
said: “Now, isn’t that a shame? Here you 
are—crazy for a baby, but you lost yours. 
Me—I don’t even want a baby. I'll bet | 
couldn’t fall down stairs if I tried. Even 
if I did fall, nothing would happen! Life 
is strange, Rose,” Ester said with a sigh. 
“So very strange!” 

Yes, I thought to myself, life is strange. 
Why couldn’t I have changed places with 
Ester? Why hadn’t my baby lived—and 
Ester’s died? Why? Why? 

Then I thought why not change places 
with Ester? My baby had been due to 
arrive in August. Ester’s was due in Sep 
tember. Why not ask Ester to give her 
baby to me? I could cover up the few 
weeks difference in the time of arrival by 
saying the doctor had been mistaken about 
the time. Then if Ester would agree to 
zive her baby to me, I would never have 
to tell Bill about losing ours. All this went 
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through my mind in less time than it takes 
to write it. I said: 

“Ester, if you’re sure you don’t want 
your baby, why not give him to me? Then, 
I wouldn’t ever have to tell Bill I lost our 
baby. I want you to be sure you want to 
give him up—because Bill mustn’t ever 
know!” Ester looked at me as if she 
thought I had lost my mind, and said: 
“Rose. do you know what you are saying? 
You couldn’t be serious!” 

“But I am serious, Ester. I mean it! I'll 
treat your baby as if he were my very own. 
J just don’t want him—unless you are 
sure!” 

“Rose, I’d be happy to give you my baby, 
because I believe you will make a wonder- 
ful mother. But I am thinking of you. 
Suppose something should go wrong? Sup- 
pose your Bill would find out? Suppose he 
is released from the Army before Septem- 
ber? Anything could happen, you know.” 

I assured Ester nothing would happen 
and that Bill would never know—unless 
she told him. Certainly I never would. 

“Well, Rose.” Ester said, “you can re- 
lax right now. If it’s left to me he'll never 
find out. After this is over, I'll do one of 
those disappearing acts. You'll never see 
or hear from me again. But I'll always 
remember you in my prayers for your kind- 
ness.” 

We decided the best way would be for 
Ester to become Rose (Mrs. William Ade) 
and for me to become Miss Ester Helms. 
She would enter the hospital as Mrs. Ade 
—not the same hospital I had been in, 
but another. She would remain Mrs. Ade 
until six weeks after the birth of the baby 
when she had had her final check-up. Then 
she would start being Miss Helms again. 
She could go back to Texas and start all 
over again. 

This was the only way I could think of 
because I couldn’t adopt Ester’s baby with- 
out Bill’s consent and I couldn’t ask Bill’s 
consent without exposing my secret. 
MPs. McDANIEL was willing for Ester 

to share my room with me. She felt 
she was responsible for the loss of my baby 
and seemed grateful that I hadn’t sued her. 
She also knew that Ester had promised her 
baby to me. 

Thad been looking for a house ever since 
Ester and I had made our agreement. I 
fnally found one within my price range. 
It was in a fairly nice neighborhood, had 
five rooms, bath and a big back yard. Since 
the house was in a sort of run-down con- 
dition, I was able to buy it at a real bar- 
gain price. I closed the deal in the middle 
of September. Ester was expecting to go to 
the hospital about the 20th. I planned to 
have the house cleaned and to buy furni- 
ture while she was confined. 

In this neighborhood, Bill and I would 
make our home—so I had to be careful. I 
padded myself with a pillow—using my ma- 
lernity girdle—when I went to inspect the 
house or had to go into the neighborhood 
for any reason at all. 


Ester’s time finally came. My worries 


didn’t seem to start until she left for the 
hospital in Dr. Brown’s car. Before she 
left, I had asked her if she thought she 
could remember everything. “Now, Ester, 
I had said, “don’t forget that you are Mrs. 
Ade. Don’t forget Bill’s serial number. 
please try to remember every- 
“Don’t you worry, Rose, I'll re- 


Then she and Doc- 


Please, 
thing!” 
member everything!” 
tor Brown were gone! 
My conscience nagged me now and then 


about the way I was deceiving Bill. I had 
many things to worry about. Suppose 


Ester should die. Suppose the baby died. 
Would she remember to name the baby 
William, Jr.? Would she remember Bill’s 
serial number? Could she remember that 
we were both born in Kentucky? We had 
rehearsed these things often enough. 

Ester had been gone for two agonizing 
hours when I just had to call! “Mrs. Ade 
is resting fine,” the voice at the other end 
of the wire informed me. I felt a twinge 
of jealousy hearing Ester being called Mrs. 
Ade by someone else. The feeling soon 
left, however. 

That was the longest, 
night I had ever experienced. But Thurs- 
day night was much worse. I knew I would 
go crazy if I didn’t do something. I went 
to the movies. The title of the picture was 
“Once Upon A Time.” It was about a 
little boy and a worm. I remember the 
picture because it was so different. Usual- 
ly, we saw war pictures. I made myself 
stop thinking of Ester and tried to enjoy 
the film. 

As soon as I left the theater, I started 
thinking of Ester again. I wondered if 
the baby had arrived yet. I called the hos- 
pital as soon as I reached home. The lady 
informed me very pleasantly that Mrs. Ade 
was resting fine, but that nothing had hap- 
pened yet. 

I could have screamed! Why was it 
taking so long? Why had she gone to the 
hospital so far ahead of time? I spent 
another sleepless, tortured night. Why had 
I entered into this mad scheme in the first 
place? It would have been much easier 
on the nerves to confess to Bill. Why. oh 
why hadn’t I? Surely I would go crazy— 
waiting! 

Friday morning I couldn’t trust myself 
to call. I waited until about two o'clock 
in the afternoon. I was informed that Ester 
had been taken to the delivery room. This 
news made me feel much better. 

When I called again about five o’clock, 
I was informed that Mrs. Ade and daugh- 
ter were doing nicely. “Daughter?” I 
asked. Surely, I had misunderstood her. 
Ester couldn’t have had a daughter! “Yes,” 
the voice answered, “Mrs. Ade and daugh- 
ter are fine!” I hadn’t misunderstood. 
Ester had had a daughter! After all the 
things I had bought for a boy! I didn’t 
even have one dress in the whole layette. 
I had decided that our son would never 
wear a dress. He would dress as a boy 
from the beginning. A girl couldn’t wear 
the little knitted suits I'd bought—with 
matching sweaters and caps. 
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Bill and I had both been so sure our 
haby would be a boy that we hadn’t even 
bothered thinking in terms of it being a 
girl. Now what would I do with a girl? 
I wasn’t even sure I could love a girl. 

Anyway, I went out and bought dresses 
for Ester’s baby. No, not Ester’s baby. 
My baby. 

[ wrote Bill a joyful letter. I apologized 
for the baby being a girl. “Darling.” I 
wrote: “Don’t be too disappointed. Per- 
haps the next one will be a boy. There will 
be others—you know.” 

Mrs. McDaniel proved her friendship 
during Ester’s stay at the hospital. She 
attended to the housecleaning, helped pick 
out furniture, spent hours at my house 
waiting for delivery of furniture and other 
parcels, so that she could sign for them. 
On nights—when I was sure it was too 
dark for me to be recognized by any of 
the neighbors—I would go over and ar- 
range the furniture, hang curtains or do 
other little things to give the house a more 
homelike atmosphere. I especially enjoyed 
doing around in the nursery. I had bought 
the blue nursery furniture before Ester had 
gone to the hospital. 

The day of Ester’s release from the hos- 
pital came. 

By 8:30 that morning. Ester and I were 
on our way home with the baby. When we 
got out of the cab, I carried the baby. It 
was so necessary to convince the neighbors 
that the child was mine! As I think back 
[ realize that the only thing that kept the 
neighbors from being suspicious. knowing 
that Ester was the one just released from 
the hospital, was because they just weren’t 
looking. She looked weak and pale. 

Ester was excited about the nursery. She 
told me she had named the struggling little 
bundle of humanity in my arms—Rosetta. 

“IT knew you wanted it named Bill if it 
had been a boy.” she explained. “But 
after she turned out to be a girl, I couldn’t 
think of anything to name her except 
Rosetta. Your name being Rose, I thought 
vou might want her named for you.” 

I couldn’t think of an uglier name. I 
had always hated my name; wondered why 
my mother couldn’t have thought of some- 
thing not quite so common. 

“She isn’t very pretty. is she?” Ester 
asked, breaking into my thoughts. I had 
heen looking at Rosetta. but not seeing her. 
[ had been thinking of my ugly name— 
and her ugly name. Now I really looked 
at her. She was still asleep, her tiny hand 
tightly closed and posed under her chin. 
She hadn’t quite filled out. She was cute, 
but not pretty. 

“She looks as pretty as ten-day old 
babies are supposed to look, I guess. Give 
her time—and she will probably grow to 
be very, very pretty someday!” I told 
Ester, hopefully. 

I spent the next two weeks trying to get 
acquainted with my daughter. Every day 
I liked her a little better. When Ester 
wasn’t watching, I petted and played with 
her. But while Ester was in the room, I 
bathed and dressed her without any show 
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of aftection. I hadn’t let Ester touch her 
since the day she came home from the hos- 
pital. Somehow, I couldn’t feel at ease 
around Ester, any more. I was hoping her 
six-week stay would soon end and that she 
would go to Texas—or some other place— 
so that I could enjoy my daughter. 

Then the visiting nurse came by. Ester 
answered the door. 

“Mrs. Ade?” she asked Ester. 

“Why uh—er yes!” Ester stammered. 

“I’m Miss Coleman, the visiting nurse. 
May I come in?” 

“Yes, please do!” Ester said. She seemed 
to be regaining her composure. 

“My. but you’re looking well, Mrs. Ade. 
May I see the baby?” She and Ester came 
into the nursery. I had just finished bath- 
ing and dressing Rosetta. 

“What a clean. sweet baby and a lovely, 
lovely nursery!” the nurse exclaimed. 
“You must have been hoping for a boy— 
with everything blue.” She smiled at Ester. 
Then she noticed me and asked: “Is this 
your sister?” 

“Yes.” Ester answered. 
married brothers. They are both in the 
Army. Since both our names are Ade, at 
first I didn’t know which Mrs. Ade you 
wanted to see.” 

“Well, I can understand that!” she said. 
“T think it’s wonderful that you two sisters 
can be together. You must be a great deal 
of company to each other.” 

After looking Rosetta over—and remind- 
ing Ester to come in for her final check-up 
when the six weeks were up, she left. 

“IT was stumped for a moment.” Ester 
said. “I hope I said the right thing!” 
Ester seemed so anxious to do and say the 
right thing. I couldn’t understand the feel- 
ing of resentment I was beginning to feel 
toward her. My conscience bothered me 
about the way I was deceiving Bill and 
also about the way I was keeping the baby 
to myself—not even letting Ester touch 
her. So maybe to salve my conscience, I 
asked Ester if she would like to bathe 
Rosetta the next morning. She jumped at 
the chance and bathed her every day after 
that. 


“You see. we 


THE SIX weeks were finally up. When 

Ester left for the hospital for her final 
check-up. I felt happy and at ease for the 
first time since she had come home from 
the hospital. I sang to Rosetta for the 
first time. I was so glad to have the baby 
all to myself. 

When Ester came back, I asked when 
she would be leaving. I had her trainfare 
and three hundred dollars besides. 

“Please understand, I am not trying to 
pay you for the baby. I am just giving 
you what money I have to spare.” I told 
her. “If I can ever be of further help to 
you at any time, let me know. [’ll help 
you. if Ican. Just remember that Bill must 
never know. Never!” 

“You don’t have a thing to worry about, 
Rose. Remember, I don’t even know your 
Bill. So your secret is safe. Ill be leav- 
ing for Texas in the morning—and a new 


life—thanks to you. I'll never forget you, 
I'll remember you in my prayers, but you'll 
never see me again.” 

I was so happy and relieved that Ester 
was leaving, I let her hold Rosetta all she 
wanted to that night. 

“You know Rose, I wonder about you 
and Rosetta,” Ester said the next morning 
as we were eating breakfast. “I wonder 
how you two will get along. You don’t 
seem very affectionate, but you do seem to 
be very strict. I feel that little girls need 
a lot of love and affection. Please don't 
spank her for every little thing. She is so 
tiny.” 

“Don’t worry about her, Ester. It will 
be years before she requires that sort of 
discipline. If it will make you any happier, 
I promise never to spank her—unless she 
thoroughly deserves a spanking. I'll be 
good to her.” 

“Rose. forgive me. I know you'll he 
good to her. You’ve been swell about 
everything. You saved both our lives and 
I truly appreciate it.” 

Ester dressed, called a cab, kissed Roset- 
ta and me and left. After the first mo. 
ments of remorse. I again felt relief from 
Ester’s presence. She had said I wasn't 
affectionate. She was wrong. I was loving 
and affectionate with Rosetta, it was just 
that she had always been in the way. With 
Ester gone, Rosetta was mine—all mine! 

Rosetta’s birth certificate seemed sacred 
to me. I hung it on the wall of the nurs 
ery and, every morning, offered an humble 
prayer of thanks to my Heavenly Father. 

Holding Rosetta up to the wall where 
the birth certificate hung, I said: “Look, 
honey. and read. See? Now, you belong 
to William and Rose Ade! We are going 
to keep you safe, happy and healthy all of 
your little sweet life!” Rosetta’s eyes stared 
without interest. What else could you ex 
pect from a two-month-old sweetie pie? 

Rosetta grew prettier each day, and | 
loved her so much. It seemed as if she 
had been mine all the time; that she had 
never belonged to anyone else. 

Nightly. I wrote Bill every little detail 
of our day. I talked as much about Rosetta 
to Bill. as he talked to me about Junior. 

Finally Bill was on his way home 

Rosetta was fifteen months old when Bil 
came home December 29th, 1945. He was 
so proud of her! “Daddy’s big. big girl” 
he kept saying over and over as he played 
with her. He imagined he saw features o/ 
himself in her. I felt my prayers had been 
answered. Bill really thought Rosetta was 
his own flesh and blood daughter! Now. 
my secret was safe! At last I could relax! 

Bill secured a good paying job with the 
Gas Service Co. We put money in the 
bank, bought a new car, got acquainted 
with the neighbors. We took a trip evel! 
year—during Bill’s vacation period. We 
were very, very happy and living a normal 
life. I had almost forgotten Ester. 

Amazingly, Rosetta grew to look mot 





and more like Bill each year. The neigh 
bors were always commenting on how much 
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- you, like Bill she was. Even his mother said so. 


you'll I felt for sure that what I had done, met 
with the approval of God. AY HAI need WOITy you no more 


Ester When Rosetta was five, I enrolled her in 
~ . tJ 
ll she kindergarten. It was our first separation. Wm. J. Brandt’s 
The half days seemed an eternity to me. LIQUID 


t you We always had a yard full of children, 

rning Rosetta had everything a child could want 
e " h 

onder to play with. I bought her the prettiest 


don’t dresses I could find and considered her my 


em to big live doll. 

need She was very affectionate toward me, Ol: 

don’t also. She would put her chubby arms 

is 50 around my neck impulsively—and say: 

“Mother, I love you very much!” without 

t will | any reason at all. “Sweetheart, mother HAIR COLORER 


ort of loves you twice as much!” I always told 
ppier, J her. | [ WILL NOT TURN HAIR REDDISH | 
3 she For some reason there had been no other 


’ i > ill < ] ‘ P : . oe 
ll be children for Bill and me. We had hoped Will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know it ever was gray. It is liquid. 
that we would start increasing the family One application with a tooth brush or swab does it. No pack. No mess. 











ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME. You save time and money! No one will sus- 


‘ll be as soon as Bill returned home, but we : , 
’ We - a . “ "3 pect your hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots— 
about hadn’t. e were disappointed, tor we just a uniform color, if properly applied. 
s and both wanted a big family . . . IT WILL NOT RUB OFF! it stays on several months. Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, per- 
y now right at the height of our joy. manent waving, curling or straightening iron, nothing takes it off. You can cover any gray, no 
E cog — o 7 1 sl - ve * ak matter how stubborn or how caused. BLACK stays BLACK. All colors stay put. 
P ne ster 1ac aecidec she wantec Oo ake 
hosel: WONDERFUL FOR TOUCHING UP. You can i i 
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from | Rosetta or $500! She wanted an answer, advantage. 
ot . What could I say to her? I couldn’t DOES NOT INTERFERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. full directions in each box 
wasnt ong . = ss ould in English and Spanish. CAUTION: Use as directed on label. Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium 
loving part with Rosetta. That much I knew. Brown, Light Brown, Drab, Blonde, Auburn. (in ordering, please state color desired.) Price per 
a SI . | Could I ll box $3 cash with order or $3.40 COD (Including Federal Tax.) Order thru your Dept. Store, 
Ss Just She meant too much to me. oul te Druggist or direct from us. Your Money Back if Not Entirely Satisfied. 





With | Bill, at this late date, that I had been 
ne! lying to him all along? If I found the 
sacred f courage to confess to Bill of my lies—what 
nurs — would happen to Rosetta? Would Bill 
umble fF Jeave me, and perhaps divorce me? I knew 
ather.— he had grounds for divorce. If Bill de- : _ Asks - 
a cided to stay on, would he still love 

400K, F Rosetta? What would dear. sweet little H H 

velong Rosetta think if she ran to hug the only | Start now to have a lighter, brighter 
oP daddy she nod wae known, only to be skin appearance with 

aan pushed away or scolded? What would it 
—_ do to her to feel unwanted? Could my 


te love make up for the love she would lose 

ail of the man she had loved and called 

if she | “daddy?” 

e hal What about Ester? What could I say to 
her? I didn’t have $500 of my own. I 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO., Dept. T-9 
112 East 23rd Street « New York 10, N.Y. 
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detail  couldn’t withdraw $500 from our joint ac- 
‘osetta J Cunt, without explaining to Bill what I 
ioe. wanted it for. Even if I sent Ester $500, 
would that be the last I would hear from 
.n Bil | her? Or would she continue to ask for a 
le was | ‘Money, and threaten to expose me if I re- * 4 BSOLUTELY GUARANTEED 





girl, fused to pay? She had said she was un-_ | to lighten your skin, or your money 
able to work. How did she intend to sup- 
port Rosetta—if she were unable to sup- 


played back at once! 
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4 been § Port herself? I couldn’t think of a single 


ta was | thing to write, still I knew I had to take 
Now, some action. 
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LONG, THICK 
HAIR STARTS! 


Highest medical authorities agree that 
hair grows and is fed from the scalp . 
and that a healthy scalp is a MUST for 
lovely, healthy hair. Make this TEST 
right now! Rub your scalp. is it tight 
or sore? Does it itch? Is it crusted with 
dandruff and greasy deposits of heavy 
hair dressings?-Has it been abused with 
hot combs, marcel irons or straighten- 
ers? If you answer yes to any of these, 
you may be cheating yourself of a nor- 
mally healthy scalp where naturall 
thick, ging 4 long hair grows! IT’ 
SO EASY TO FIND OUT! Try amazing 
new SCALP TREET with Sulfur for one 
full month at our 
risk! SCALP TREET, 
containing the sub- 
stance that is part of 
hair itself, soothing 
LANOLIN and other 
proved ingredients, 
does these 5 things 
AT with massage: (1) al- 
fm lays itching, (Scratch- 
OUR RISK! ing can cause hair 
loss.) (2) stimulates 
blood circulation of scalp surface, (3) 
removes loose dandruff, (4) soothes ir- 
ritation and tenderness, (5) ‘‘exercises’’ 
to help keep scalp normally loose... 
not tight. Try wonderful SCALP TREET 
not just one time or a few days, but 
FOR A FULL MONTH. If you can’t 
actually see-and feel the difference in 
your sealp and hair, ALL YOUR MONEY 
BACK! No where, at any price, is there 
anything finer or better for — Lg 
than SCALP TREET with SULFUR. 
One Month Treatment sent ee for 
only $1.00 plus 20c tax (total: $1.20) or 
sent C.O.D. plus postage and oO. D. 
fee. Rush order today. You save 25¢ by 
sending payment with order, Keystone 
Co., Dept.Si-6, Memphis, Tenn. 
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CALLING FOR PRACTICAL 






EASY TO LEARN AT HOME 
Help fill the need for Trained Practical Nurses 
in your community or travel. Wayne Train- 
ing Plan, welcomed by doctors, prepares you 
for experience—at homein spare time. Many 
on . while learning. NO HIGH SCHOOL 
DED. Ages 18 to 55 accepted. Nurses 
Outht included. Easy payments. Informa- 
tion & sample of lessons Free. Write today. 


Wayne School of Practical Nursing, Inc., 
2525 Sheffield Ave., Desk EX-17, Chicago 14, 111. 


Excellent 
Earning 
Opportunity 
for Full or 
Spare Time 









“Through a pious life and by a ra- 
tional use of the Psalms, you may obtain 
the grace of God, the favor of Princes, 
and the Love of your fellow man,’ says 
the author. 

Here are some of the amazing things 
he tells you about: Psalm to receive 
f instruction or Information through a 
Dream or Vision. Psalm to escape dan- 
ger. Psalm to become safe from Enemies, 
Psalm to receive GOOD after committing 
a heavy sin. Psalm to make you fortu- 
y nate in everything you try to do. Psalm 
to free yourself from Evil Spirits. Psalm 
to make peace between Man and Wife. 

MIDGET BIBLE FREE 

Now you can carry the Bible with you at ail times. 
(Smatiest Bible in the World). Many people feel that 
this is of great value in obtaining things you desire. 

SEND NO MONEY Just send your name and address 
Today and pay postman only $1 plus postage on delivery. 
| positively GUARANTEE that you will be more than 
delighted within 5 days or your money will be returned 
promptly on request and no questions asked. Order Now! 


ATOMIC BOOKS, Dept. AG-9 
507 Fifth Ave., New York 17, N. Y. 
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closets shall be proclaimed upon the house- 
tops.” 

This was no consolation to me. It only 
made me more conscious of my guilt. For 
peace of mind, I would have to tell Bill. 
Why did my Bible open at the 12th chap- 
ter of St. Luke? 
I should tell the truth? I felt that He was 
but I just couldn’t confess. 

I sat down and wrote to Ester. 

“Dear Ester: 

Your letter was quite a surprise to me. 
I am sorry that you are ill. Your request 
for money found me without any money 
of my own, so I will not be able to send 
you any amount—now or later. 

I have tried to be a good mother to 
Rosetta, and she is satisfied and happy. but 
if you want to deprive her of a good home 
and parents—you can. If you are ill—as 
you say you are—how can you support 
her? 

I want you to know that I feel no malice 
toward you; only love and pity. I love you 
because you made it possible for me to have 
these five years of happiness. I pity you 
because you are selfish and are trying to 
build your happiness upon the ruins of an- 
other’s happiness. You will find that it 
cannot be done. I just regret that Rosetta, 
an innocent victim, must suffer. 

Wishing you all the happiness in the 


world. I remain, as ever, your trusted 
friend.” 
As I mailed the letter I felt better. I had 


made up my mind to tell Bill the truth the 
first time I got an opening. I watched 
carefully for an opening every day. It 
never came. In the meantime, a letter 
came from Ester. It read: 

“Rose: 

Your letter made small and 
very humble. Knowing you as I do, I 
know you will forgive me for causing you 
even momentary grief. I am truly sorry. 
I was just bluffing about the lawyer. I 
haven’t talked to anyone. Honestly, I don’t 
know why I wrote to you, but I promise 
you that it will never happen again. I said 
that once before. but I mean it this time. 
You are just the kind of mother Rosetta 
needs. A mother to teach her about God 
and the right way to live. I could never 
do that. Please forgive me.” 

Oh, the relief of that letter! Now, I 
wouldn’t have to tell Bill! Maybe that is 
why an opening never came. Maybe I 
wasn’t supposed to tell Bill! Maybe what 
I was doing was right—after all. Maybe 
this was ONE thing that was covered that 
would not be revealed! 

So I decided to let it go at that. relax 
and enjoy life again. But I couldn’t relax. 
Each visit of the postman brought new ter- 
ror to my heart. Suppose Ester had de- 
cided to write again? I found myself try- 
ing to reach the mailbox ahead of Bill— 
on.his off day.. I couldn’t let a letter from 
Ester fall into his hands. The telephone 
was another source of terror. Sometimes I 
wouldn’t answer it at all—if Bill or Rosetta 
were not at home. But if Bill was home— 
I rushed to the phone ahead of him, my 


me feel 


Was God telling me that - 


heart in my mouth—fully expecting to hear 
Ester’s voice on the other end of the wire. 
Every unexpected knock on the door made 
my heart almost stop beating. Each time 
I opened the door, I expected to find Ester 
standing there. 

“Why don’t you relax, sweetheart?” Bill 
said to me one night. “You’re as jumpy 
as acat!” At that moment, I almost hated 
Bill. If it had not been for him, I wouldn’t 
have been in this predicament, I thought 
angrily. He was the one who just had to 
have a baby to come home to. Now. he 
wanted to know why I couldn’t relax! A 
lot he cared! All he wanted was a baby! 
Well. he had his baby—now all he had to 
do was get his paper and sit back and 
relax! Instead of saying the mean things 
I wanted to say to Bill, I ran to our room 
and burst out in uncontrollable tears. | 
am glad I did. For I know now that tears 
are the safety valve for overwrought emo- 
tions. In another moment I would have 
said hateful things to Bill. 

Why I was trying to blame Bill for my 
wrong doing. I'll never know. 

By the time he came to bed, I had cried 
myself out and was pretending to be asleep, 
But Bill wasn’t fooled. He put his arm 
tenderly under my head and said: “What 
is it, darling? What’s bothering my sweet- 
heart? Trust me enough to tell me, honey. 
You know I love you more than anything. 
We can lick any monster together!” Bill 
gave my shoulder a tender little squeeze. 
and laughed in an effort to off-set the se- 
riousness of the situation. But we both 
knew this was no laughing matter. 

When I didn’t say anything, Bill con. 
tinued “You have been struggling with 
something big for more than a year. I’ve 
been waiting for you to tell me of your own 
free will. The only reason I’m asking you 
now, is because you have changed so. You 
never smile any more. You are nervous. 
irritable and worried all the time. Nothing 
is worth going crazy over. You started to 
tell me before you came to bed, so why not 
tell me now?” 

I wondered how in the world did Bill 
know I had almost told him? I had the 
terrified feeling that if Bill were to turn on 
the light. he would be able to look into my 
eyes and tell me what was wrong; that it 
wouldn’t even be necessary for me to tell 
him. 

If I told Bill the truth, this would be the 
last time I would have my head on his arm. 
This was indeed to be my last night with 
Bill—for I had to tell him. And I did. 
I told him the whole story from beginning 
to end. 

I started off: 

“I know you'll hate me, Bill, but I've got 
to tell you. Rosetta isn’t—well, she isn! 
vour child really.” 

The darkness of the room spared me the 
agony of seeing hate creep into Bill’s eyes 
At least I was thankful that he was quiet 
a sense of peace came to me. | felt mor 





up 
ope 
“Wy 
hac 
the 
ly. 
nig! 
out 
80 j 
you 
6 
that 
tige 
ie 
now 
nigh 
+ 
Bill: 
As v 
what 
givin 
you | 
can’t 
“y 
said | 
g00d- 
a litt! 


patror 
man 
of fre’ 
experi 
rooted 
richest 
comes 
be wor 
experi 


Dear \ 
I do: 
asking 
reading 
really 
cause | 
whom ] 
because 
a lot 0. 
[felt i) 
I met h 
wife, Ww 





at ease than I had since the day I re 
ceived Ester’s first letter. Then, Bil 
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Bil 


moved and took his arm from under my 
head. I had been expecting that. 

Bill got up. put on his robe and left the 
room. When I heard him go into Rosetta’s 
room. | put on my robe and followed. As 
[hurried down the hall I wondered whether 
he would harm Rosetta? When I entered 
the room, Bill was standing looking down 
at the baby. She was still asleep. 

“T can’t believe it! I just can’t believe it! 
[know this is my baby! I know she is!” 
Bill was murmuring. I felt so sorry for 
Bill. I wanted to go to him and try to 
comfort him, but what could I say? I had 
hurt him so cruelly. 

He sat down on the bed, picked Rosetta 
up in his arms and began kissing her. She 
opened her eyes and stared at him sleepily. 
“What's the matter. daddy? You have a 
had dream?” she asked. patting him on 
the back of his head and neck affectionate- 
ly. “Yes, sweetheart. daddy just had a 
nightmare! I had to come in here to find 
out it wasn’t real. Daddy’s all right now, 
so you can go back to sleep. Sorry I woke 
you up.” 

“Tt’s o.k.. Come in here anytime 
that old tiger after you. It was a 
tiger, wasn’t it?” she asked. 

“Yes. dear. it was a tiger. 
so you can go back to sleep. Good- 


daddy. 


gets 


He has gone 
now, 
night. baby.” 

“Would you care for a cup of coffee. 
Bill?” 
\s we sat down to coffee. 
what was on Bill’s mind. 
giving me the silent treatment. 
I asked him. 


can’t stand the sight of me after tonight.” 


I asked as he came out of the room. 
| had to find out 

So far. he was 
“When are 


you leaving?” “I know you 


“You know something. sweetheart?” Bill 
said slowly “I like it here. The cooking is 
sood—especially the coffee. The cook is 


alittle touched in the head, but she’s not 


dangerous. My daughter is good protec- 
tion from the tigers- I think Ill just 
stick around. O.K.?” 


How Bill could joke was a mystery to 
me. 

“Bill, please don’t tease. You know 
this is no time for jokes. You know you 
couldn’t still want to stay here after to- 
night. But I am glad I told you. I feel 
as if a weight has been lifted from my 
shoulders. I am sorry I had to hurt you so. 
I hope you will forgive me. but I surely 
don’t expect you to live with me again.” 


“That’s where you are wrong. sweet. I 
have had a shock tonight. that is true. but 
I am not leaving. I still love you, and I 


am crazy about my baby. You were wrong 
not to have told me the truth, but you have 
suffered for your mistake. What you must 


have gone through—these past six years! 
Now. we'll lick this thing together. You 


just let Miss Ester Helms show up around 
here again! We'll show her whose daugh- 
ter this is!” 

In a second I was in Bill’s arms. “Bill, 
Bill, do you honestly mean you don’t hate 


me? That you’re going to stay here with 
us? Bill. why are you so good to me? I 


don’t deserve you. but I love you so much!” 
Two years have passed since Ester’s first 


letter. far, she has kept her promise 
not to write again. We are a happy family 
again. I have gained some much needed 


nervous. and have learned 
Best of all. if I con’t trip 
Bill and I will 


in Novem- 


am not 
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over another electric 
have an addition to the 
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weight. 
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cord, 
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Two things I have learned from bitter 
experience: Not to lie about anything. One 
lie is the beginning of a chain of lies. Also, 


there is 
revealed: 


nothing covered. that shall 
neither hid that shall not 


THE END 


truly, 
not be 
be known, 





Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 16) 


patron which certainly will keep your 
man awake. Stop looking for the kind 
of frenzied, doting romance you no doubt 
experienced before you married. A deeply- 
woted, warm companionship is one of the 
richest things marriage can offer, and it 
comes not from preening and expecting to 
be worshipped, but from sharing interests, 
experiences, ambitions, sorrows and joys. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I don't ordinarily write letters like this 
asking for advice, but lately I have 
reading your column regularly and find it 
really makes sense. I’m unhappy now be- 
cause I’m in love with a young woman 
vhom I tried to hurt for a long time—just 
because she was a woman! It would take 
alot of explaining to make you see why 
lfelt like this. but I was pretty bitter when 
Imet her. I had just broken up with my 
wife, who had affairs with every 
boking man in town. and I was taking my 
hurt out on everv woman I met. Then I 


been 


good- 


accidentally met Rose. one of the finest 
and most genuine people I had ever known. 
She with all her heart, I’m sure, 
more than any other woman ever had. But 
I was afraid to trust her. 

Now that I look back. 
an awful time. She finally 
left me. At first. I didn’t care. but soon I 
found I was comparing other women to 
her and I learned late that 
them could measure up. I want Rose back. 
And yet, I think I have ruined everything 
beautiful in our romance. 


loved me 


I gave her 


got smart and 


I see 


too none of 


R.J.E. 
Dear R.J.E.: 

It may not be too late. 
just what you have told me here, 
she would be willing to try to understand. 
Surely. could only attempt 
to guess why you acted as you did—you 
alone held the secret. If you are out of 
your tailspin now and really love the lady, 
try to make up to her for all the heartaches 
you have caused her. It is always harder 
to rebuild things than it is to smash them, 
but if she she will 
certainly make 
amends. 


If you told Rose 
I’m sure 


until now she 


loves you or ever did, 


give you the chance to 
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Made-to-Measure 


SUIT 


AS A BONUS 
DONT PAY I< 


I need more men to use my 
plan which brings you fine, 
made-to-measure suits and 
overcoats WITHOUT PAY- 
ING ONE CENT! Mail cou- 
pon for samples of woolens 
and full details. All FREE! 

You've never seen anything 
like this! Not only your own 
suits and overcoats as a bonus, 
without one penny cost, but 
also opportunity to make up to 
$12.00 in a day cash profits in full 
or spare time! 
No experience 
needed. 


Case with 150 Woolen Samples 


YOURS FREE! 


Send no money. Pay nothing, now # 
or any time. Just rush coupon be- 
low and I'll send you my new, 
big Sales Case with over 150 fine 
woolen samples, Fashion Guide, 
and details. Be first in your 
town. Mail coupon now! 












W. Z. GIBSON, INC., Dept. K-664 
500 So. Throop St., Chicago 7, It. 
Rush FREE big Sales Case with woolen samples, 
with Bonus Suit and Money-Making Plans. 
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‘It’s Wonderful the Way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
Acts Chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
“MOT 
GOOD FOOD 


@ Here’s the secret millions of folks have 
discovered about FEEN-A-MINT, the mod- 
ern chewing-gum laxative. Yes, here is 
why FEEN-A-MINT’s action is so wonder- 
fully different! 

Doctors say that many other laxatives 
start their “flushing” action too soon... 
right in the stomach where food is being 
digested. Large doses of such laxatives 
upset digestion, flush away nourishing 
food you need for health and energy. 
You feel weak, worn out. 

But gentle FEEN-A-MINT, taken as rec- 
ommended, works chiefly in the lower 
bowel where it removes mostly waste, not 
good food! You avoid that typical weak, 
tired, run-down feeling. Use FEEN-A-MINT 
and feel your “peppy,” energetic self — 
full of life! Get FEEN-A-MINT! No increase 
in price — still 25¢, 50¢ or only 10¢. 


{ FEEN-A-MINT | 
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I Hated 
My 


Race Va 
(Continued from Page 19) 

away from home and go to New York, with 
the intention of passing into the white race. 
It wouldn’t be difficult, I told myself; I 
had read enough to know that it could be 
done. It was being done, Negro newspa- 
per articles said, by thousands of people. 
I seldom read that one of them was sorry, 
although if I had to read it, in my state 
f mind, I wouldn’t have believed it. 

Before I could run away, I fell in love! 

It began in a slyly innocent manner. The 
econd semester of my senior high school 
year, Allen Randall and his sister, Vera, 
transferred from their country school to 

urs. Their parents were farm folks, but 
fairly well to do. Allen and his sister 
drove into town every day in a Ford. 

The first day, Allen took a seat next to 
mine, and, during lulls in recitation and 
vacant periods, talked to me a lot. At first, 
he just asked questions—about the kids, 
the school, whether we played football, 
what we did for fun? I’m afraid I was ig- 
norant on most of the questions about the 
other kids, yet I enjoyed talking to some- 

me who, for a change, was unaware of my 
problem. 

Allen was handsome—I noticed that 
when he smiled. Almost as light as I was, 
1e had deep-set, brown eyes; a shaggy set 
£ eyebrows, full, yet delicately shaped 
nose, wide, thin-upped mouth, and strong, 

leffed chin. 

His sister was a beautiful tan. 
black hair and brown eyes. 

Unlike me, neither of them had any wor- 
ries because of their color. They weren’t 
taunted, quite possibly because no one 
knew much of their background. 

As a threesome, first, then, whenever 
possible, as a twosome, the Randalls and I 
became fast friends. Before long, I knew 
I was in love with Allen. 

Aside from the strong physical attrac- 
tion he held for me, he was kind and gen- 
tlemanly. He said pleasant words, com- 
plimentary words that sometimes made me 
blush; but, always they were words I loved 
and wanted most to hear. 

He was, to me, an oasis on a dry, hot 
desert the only sunbeam in an otherwise 
clouded life. 

I have tried to tell myself that no mat- 
er what color Allen had been, I would 
loved him—just because he was a 


She had 


have 
nice guy. But, this is a true story. I shall 
be truthful, even though it hurts. If Allen 


hadn’t been very nearly my own color, I 
wouldn’t have allowed myself to fall in 
love with him! 

I told myself: “Here is someone who is 
too close to my own color to call me ‘half- 
He has white blood himself.” 


1: ? 
vnhite. 





‘our house. 


It is said misery loves company. Allen, 
I figured, no matter what happened, would 
be good company. 


BOUT THREE months after we had 
£% been going steady, someone told him 
all about me, including all the rumors. 

By this time, of course, we both had ad- 
mitted being in love. Yet, when Allen told 
me what he had heard, something snapped 
inside me. 

He tried to comfort me. “Now, now, 
honey,” he said, “there’s no need to let it 
I’ve heard these kind of stories 
Just 


worry you. 
before; I’ve been insulted myself. 
don’t pay any attention to these fools.” 

It was not as easy to forget, or ignore, 
as Allen made it sound. No matter how 
much he told me not to worry, it did no 
good. I worried. I guess I worried more 
than ever because I could see the day com- 
ing—or so I thought—when Allen, too, 
would taunt me, call me names, treat me 
like a leper. 

We talked about it some more 
clusively for me—one night after Allen 
had taken me to a movie. His car was 
parked at the edge of the yard in front of 
The night was beautiful. with 
its full moon and twinkling stars; but, I 
was uneasy. It was a night for lovers, the 
shadows fairly danced and whispered of 
romance; but, for me it was like the end 
of the world coming. 

As Allen sought to reassure me, pro- 
tested that after all he was in love with me, 
and I with him, and what else mattered ?— 
I cried silently, the tears I had bottled up 
within me for so long flooded down my 
cheeks. When I could hold back no longer, 
I sobbed, first quietly, then wretchedly, ex- 
pending myself until I panted like a 
wounded animal. 

Allen, perhaps befuddled, said nothing, 
just drew me close—held me tight—in his 
strong arms. ever so often a tighter squeeze 
almost sending me breathless. 

After a great while, he said, “Now that 
you’ve had your big cry, do you feel bet- 
ter?” 

Ashamed of myself, knowing nothing else 
to do, I kissed Allen, flush and hard on the 
lips. He responded warmly. Suddenly the 
atmosphere was like that of a flash thunder 
storm disappearing, leaving the air smell- 
ing fresh and sweet and new. 

“Allen.” I said, when the kiss was ended, 
but while the thrill was still high. “please 
remember that no matter what happens, I 
love you, I’ll always love you, more than 
life itself.” 

“That’s all I need to know, darling,” he 
said, crushing me again in warm embrace, 
bruising my lips with the fervor of his kiss. 

Then, it was time for me to say “Good 
night.” I left him reluctantly, slipped 
quietly through the house, and on up the 
stairs to my room. 

Despite the magic of my last moment 
with Allen, the old fears came back to me 
as soon as I was in bed. It was as though 
my heart had been given a moment’s life 
with a shot of adrenalin, then returned to 





incon- 


lifelessness as soon as the injection was 
ended. 

Unearthly characters seemed to appear 
on the ceiling. They jeered and laughed 
at me: “Cracker! Half-white! You don't 
belong; you’re neither white nor Negro!” 

I thought I was losing my mind. 

All night, I laid awake, tossing fitfully, 
closing my eyes, trying to drive the little 
characters away, but, no success. As the 
first rays of the rising sun streaked through 
the open window of my room, I realized 
what I had to do. JI must have no more 
nights like that. I had to have peace and 
rest and rest—at all costs. 

Picking up a pair of stockings on the 
foot of my bed, I tip-toed down stairs and 
outside, to a low-hanging walnut tree. 
Carefully. I tied them together and looped 
the rope they made around my neck. Then, 
I climbed on an orange crate and tied the 
loose ends around a limb, drawing my head 
close up to the under side and well away 
from the trunk, just in case I lost my 
nerve. 

When I was sure the rope wouldn’t slip 
loose. I kicked the box away! 

A fog seemed to close in; I felt myself 
drifting away. As if from across a broad. 
empty field, I heard someone calling my 
name then, the presence of someone beside 
me. 

That someone. I realized, was my mother. 
Just by chance, she had gotten up early 
and gone to the kitchen for a drink of 
water. Some unexplained impulse had 
drawn her to the window. She had seen 
me just as I swung clear of the orange 
crate. 

She had cut me down, saved my life. 

I sat on the ground, my back against the 
tree and rubbed my sore neck. People 
were all around. They had been attracted, 
I learned later, by my mother’s screams. 

Father stood nearby, looking down at me. 
puzzled. too dumbfounded to speak, as if 
he had never seen me before. His face 
was furrowed with horror. 

In a few minutes, I regained my voice. 

“Tt was an accident,” I lied foolishly. 
“JI was just trying to see if a person 
could do it that way—” 

Then. gathering what strength I could 
into wobbly legs, I fled into the house and 
back to my room. 

I knew the people downstairs didn’t be- 
lieve me. It was a stupid lie. All of them 
knew that I had tried to commit suicide. 
Did they know why, I wondered. 

Allen stopped off from school to see me. 
Although he tried to cheer me with news 
about the coming senior prom, I had the 
strangest feeling. I felt as if I were going 
to die anyway. I could almost reach out 
and touch an image of Death himself. 

Mother came up to my room while Allen 
was sitting on the edge of the bed, hold: 
ing my hand, talking softly to me. She 
fixed an accusing stare on him and said: 

“You know Elena tried to kill herself 
don’t you? She said it was an accident. 
Can you imagine that? I think you twé 
had a quarrel, wasn’t that it, Allen?” 
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What she said surprised the both of us. 

His face went pale. 

“Mother!” I shouted. 
say such a thing to Allen?” 

“Well.” she persisted, “isn’t it true?” 

“No! No! No!” I screamed, then fainted. 

I was sick for a long time. Allen came 
often (he had convinced Mother that she 
was wrong) and talked to me, soothingly. 
tenderly, but I tried to draw away from 
him. He didn’t need me, I told myself. 
Furthermore, I’d only be trouble for him. 

Once I heard the doctor tell Mother, “She 
just doesn’t try to fight!” 

What was the use? I had been fighting 
all my life. Now, I just wanted to rest. 
never to get up, never to have to feel 
again like a misfit in this world. 


“How can you 


T ISN’T always easy to will yourself unto 

death. I got well. Although both of 
us were very young, Allen and I were mar- 
ried soon after graduation. He had talked 
it over with my parents and pretty nearly 
convinced them that the only way I could 
be saved was through marriage. I admired 
Allen for it. He seemed to be so sure, so 
strong, mature and smart far beyond his 
years. It was a quiet ceremony at our 
house with just the preacher, the family 
and Vera. 

There is one thing I can say in all sin- 
cerity about my marriage to Allen. 1 loved 
him fiercely, possessively. I loved him be- 
cause he loved me and wanted me. I had 
been starved for love and affection. Ours 
had not been a “courtship” built on fre- 
quent visits to Lover’s Lane, passionate 
kisses in the dark, numerous dance dates, 
and general high emotion. But, our mar- 
riage, I was certain, would succeed. 

Seemingly, I was one of those unfortu- 
nate souls for whom nothing ever worked 
out as planned or hoped for. We were 
blissfully happy, living in a little place to 
ourselves on the “Negro” side of the tracks, 
for three months. Then, trouble began. 

It was woman trouble. One or two of 
the adventuresome. rather loose ladies of 
the town became enamoured of Allen. At 
first, he would laugh about it and tell me 
there was nothing at all to their obvious 
firtations. Yet, they were so brazen, with 
their words and acts, that I became hys- 
terical and threatened to do dire 
things to the “thussies.” 

In my sensitiveness to everything, I soon 
began to worry about the possibility of my 
losing Allen to another woman. Truth- 
fully, there was no reason for this: I should 
have trusted him implicitly, for he was ever 
gentle, loving, attentive. But, I had been 
on edge so long. I couldn’t. 

My irritability soon led to spats. We 
began snapping at each other, then mak- 
ing-up. 

Our love-making when we became recon- 
ciled, was in itself a danger sign. We 
clung to each other as if our very lives de- 
pended on a tight embrace. We 
desperately afraid, and neither of us knew 
why, 

Nevertheless, our marriage lengthened 
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ener once every 3 to 6 months. Hair 
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by wetting or washing. There is no 
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ing cream hair straightener. If you 
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it today on this iron-clad guarantee: 
if Perma-Strate doesn’t safely give 
you the straightest hair you have 
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into weeks and weeks became months and 
months a year. Then I became pregnant. 
\lmost two years after our wedding, our 
little son, Allen, Jr., was born. 

I was as proud of him, as any mother is 
of the first baby. Yet, a kind of intuition 
aused me to keep him home, showing him 
to no one outside the immediate family, un- 
til he was four months old. 

The baby was a chubby little fellow, with 
1 face the image of his father’s, and com- 
plexion and hair just like mine. Being a 
baby. his skin was so clear that he appeared 
to be white. 

During the early weeks of his life, I had 
often wished for visitors, someone who 
would drop in just to see the baby, to coo 
and make fuss over him. But, there was 
no one outside the family. That was also 
my fault. A few well-wishers had dropped 
in right after we married, but I had been 
ifraid of them, afraid that they were just 
curiosity-seekers who might make cracks 
about me and Allen, somehow spoil our 
wedded bliss. I had treated these visitors 

o coldly that they spread the word that I 
was stuck up. 

Strangely, it hadn’t bothered me then. 
I was used to being alone. I fell back on 
that line of thinking when no one showed 
up to see little Allen. There were three of 
us now, I told myself. Why worry about 
others? 

When the baby was four months old, we 
took him to church. After the services 
were over, people started crowding around 
to see him. I almost forgot my old un- 
easiness and had just about reached the 
beaming parent stage when an old lady 
mumbled: “Looks just like a white young- 
ster.” Clutching little Allen to me, I fled, 
blindly bumping into people, out of the 
church. 

I lost faith in the church after that. Oh, 
I believed in God because I had been 
taught to believe in him. But, sometimes, 
| wondered if He ever thought of me! 

Because of that incident, I worried Allen 
so much that he gave up going to church 
altogether. Next, I nagged him until he 
agreed to give up his job and take us to 
New York. 

I vowed that little Allen would never go 
to the same school I had attended, nor 
grow up in the same town. 

\ few weeks later, after a rigorous auto 
trip, we were settled in an East Side, New 
York apartment. It wasn’t much, but I 
wouldn’t let Allen move us to a better one 
further up-town. 

“T want no more to do with Negroes than 
I can help,” I told him in no uncertain 
terms. 

“But, Elena,” he protested, “that’s ri- 
diculous.” 

“Perhaps,” I acknowledged. “But that’s 
the way I feel.” 

I tried to kiss the frown from his face, 
but failed. 

This worried me for a while. I decided 
not to be so blunt the next time the sub- 
I didn’t enjoy having Allen 


ject came up. 
angry with me. 


During the next few years, I made 
friends with Italians and Puerto Ricans. 
The American Negroes I met, I ignored. I 
didn’t even try to learn if they were 
friendly. 

I was so deeply absorbed in the friends 
I was making, in learning to dance, New 
York style, and learning to speak foreign 
language that I hardly noticed when Allen 
first began to drink. 

When I paid serious attention to it, 
Allen was already getting drunk very 
often. He began to accuse me of all kinds 
of things, to rave and rant and call me 
names. We were miserable for months, 
but, after I became pregnant again, Allen 
promised to stop drinking. 


I COULD have kept up some semblance 

of being happy with Allen except for 
what he said to me shortly after our little 
girl, Diana, was born. He had quit drink- 
ing during the late stages of the preg- 
nancy, just as he had promised earlier. 
When Diana was two months old, however, 
he came home one night, drunker than I'd 
ever seen him. An argument ensued. He 


‘accused me of many awful things, even 


dug back to rehash the old tales from 
school. Then, without any warning at all, 
he said he knew Diana wasn’t his child! 

He couldn’t mean what he was saying, I 
told myself. He was just drunk. Still, the 
idea, drunk or sober, was enough to send 
sharp pains shooting through my heart. 

I protested that I had never been untrue 
to him and had no intentions of being so. 
I cried and begged him to believe in me. 
But, that was the beginning of the end. He 
wouldn’t listen, wouldn’t apologize or 
change his tune. 

Things went from bad to worse; his 
drinking became steady; his offenses un- 
bearable. He forbade me to have any 
friends visit our apartment and commanded 
that I stop visiting anyone. 

“You have your hands full, just raising 
Allen and Diana,” he said. “You gad- 
about too much.” 

When I refused to give up my friends, 
he called me unprintable names. 

“Up to now,” I told him, angrily, “I de- 
spised all Negroes, except you and my par- 
ents. Now, I hate you! You're like all 
the rest—no good!” 

The love I had for Allen really died that 
moment, although there remained a kind 
of attachment I can’t understand even now. 

I know now, of course, that I was all 
wrong all of my life. In the first place, I 
never even looked for nice colored people, 
the kind of people I could have enjoyed 
knowing. I was guilty of the worst sin 
against my race. I blamed the whole for 
the actions of a few; I stereotyped every 
member under a “no-good” label just be- 
cause one or two had been unkind to me. 
And, I was ashamed of my Negro blood— 
of my being a Negro. 

My dilemma was awful. There I was 
married, the mother of two children, living 
in a city which was strange, except for the 


few ersatz friends I had made gallivanting 
hither and yon in search of a false idol. 

Many nights I cried myself to sleep. | 
felt that I had no race at all, that I didn’t 
really belong anywhere. I seemed to be al- 
ways hunting for something that remained 
just a foot out of my reach. I felt that some 
things could be made right, of course, but 
how? It almost drove me crazy, almost to 
the brink of suicide for the second time. 

I had only one outlet. That was my 
reading. Ever since I first arrived in New 
York, I had been a library “fan.” After 
things became so bad between Allen and 
me, I practically kept my nose in books, 
when I was home. As often as possible, | 
left home, either taking the kids with me 
or paying a baby-sitter. 

I also became aware that other men ex- 
isted besides Allen. 

Gradually, I lost all interest in main- 
taining a home and lived in a world of un. 
realism. I fed and clothed the children, 
and cleaned house after a fashion. But 
my mind was never on what I was doing. 
In order that I might have some money to 
handle without begging Allen, who had 
little anyway because of his booze habit. 
I sought and received assistance from the 
city. However, I never felt quite right tak- 
ing the money; it was as though I were 
stealing, at the very least obtaining money 
under a falsehood. 

Perhaps, it was my conscience; perhaps 
it was only a pricking of pride. This was 
the first time in my life I had ever asked 
anyone for money. 

It was during this stage of my life that 
I met Juan Torres. 

How can I describe him? 

He was fire in my blood. He was hand- 
some and tender; he professed to love me 
just as Allen had in the early stages of 
our marriage. I was at the very least deep- 
ly infatuated with him. He was different. 
seemingly all the things Allen was not. 
His dark eyes and thin mustache made him 
appear mysterious and terribly exciting. 
But, he was also dangerous! 

A mixed-up woman such as I was should 
have run at the first sight of Juan. But, | 
didn’t run. 

I met him at a party in the home of a 
Puerto Rican acquaintance. The moment 
we were introduced, something electric 
happened to me. Taking my hand, he led 
me over to a sofa, sat me down, then sat 
down beside me. 

“Where have you been all my life?” he 
asked. “Of course, you’re married. When- 
ever you meet a wonderful woman, she’s 
married.” 

“Right now,” I replied, “I’m not sure. 
You might say I’m married ‘a little bit.” 

Smiling, he inquired: “How is it you are 
married a little bit?” 

I hadn’t realized how silly my first at 
swer sounded, so I hastened to explail 
that although I was still living with my 
husband, we were virtually estranged. The 
separation and divorce, I told him, getting 
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bolder by the minute, was only a matter of 
time. 

The rest of the guests were soon forgot- 
ten. We sat out the fast dances and danced 
the dreamy ones. 

When the party ended, at an early morn- 
ing hour, Juan asked if he might take me 
home. I agreed. 

At my door, he asked: “When can I see 
you again?” 

I was a bit frightened by the way my 
heart was behaving. Maybe, a little voice 
said to me, I was going too far, especially 


for a married woman. I began making 
excuses—no free time, the children kept 


me busy, I had an apartment to keep up, 
and so on. I ended by saying: “I just 
can’t see you again, Juan.” 

He responded by putting his hand under 
my chin and saying, “Mi Vida, you think 
I would let you go so easily now that I 
have found you?” 

Then he placed his lips on mine. I knew 
I was lost! 

Juan rushed me for a couple of months. 
First, he wanted to have an affair. When 
I refused, he almost smothered me with 
kisses. 

“You have made me very happy.” 
cried. “If you won’t be my woman, I know 
you will make a good wife. Will 
marry with me? I'll be a good husband 
to you.” 

I struggled out of his tight embrace and 
hegan laughing, a strange reaction, I’]l ad- 
mit; but that’s exactly what happened. 
“Juan, you big dope,” I said, “don’t talk 
so fast. I’m already married, remember?” 
That didn’t stop him, however. 
“Then you will the divorce?” 
asked. hopefully. 

“New York’s divorce laws are tough,” I 
aid. “Besides, I have no money to pay 
for it.” 

“Then I will give you the money,” he 
said. 

There just wasn’t any putting off Juan. 
I almost said “yes” to his pleas, but 
wmething made hesitate. Here, it 
vemed, was the chance I had dreamed of. 
lcould hardly sleep for thinking of Juan 
vith his curly, black hair almost too long. 
Oh, how nice it felt to run my fingers 
though it! I thought about the fire that 
imost consumed me when he kissed me. 
he thrill of hearing him say: “Te quiero 
tanto (I want you so much).” Yet, how 
many times before had I thought my trou- 
ills were over only to find myself much 
keper than ever in despair? I had to be 
autious, if I were to remain alive. 

Still. I might have agreed to Juan’s pro- 
wsal if I hadn’t gone to the library a few 
ys later. There, browsing through the 
‘elves of books on all subjects, I came 
«ross Walter White’s story of his life. I 


he 


you 


he 


get 


me 


vas intrigued first by the title, 4 Man 
filled White, then. by the contents. 
Quickly, I realized that he was even 


‘vhiter” than I was. “Let’s see how he 
‘Wed the problem,” I murmured to my- 
el, taking a seat at a reading desk. 

Iread and read until the library was 





about to close, then signed to take the book 
home. Almost all that night, I read the 
book, absorbing every word as a new reve- 
lation to me. 

As I mentally devoured its contents, I 
became deeply ashamed of myself. For 
the first time, I seriously analyzed myself 

and what I saw wasn’t pretty. It was 
the ugly picture of one who for a whole 
lifetime had been a bigot, a misguided fool, 
an unthinking fool. 

I dropped to my knees. as the first signs 
of morning appeared, and asked God’s for- 
giveness for the hate which had gnawed 
at my soul for so long and for strength 
to hold on until I was strong with a new 
purpose in life. 

I got into bed feeling better than I’d 
ever felt in my life. It was as though I 
had found the elusive path to happiness. 

I saw how wrong it was to judge my 
people by what a few ignorant ones had 
done. 

I knew that what I felt for Juan was 
based on the idea of escape. Now, I didn’t 
I also knew I would feel 
as insecure as his wife as I had felt all my 
life; I still wouldn’t quite belong. 


want to escape. 


I knew that no matter what I had 
wanted, I had always been a Negro. That 


[ must accept it. just as Mr. White had, 
and be proud of it, not ashamed. There 
was a great deal to be proud of, I had 
learned from reading the book. 

found it 
told him it was all over between us. 


hard to believe when I 


None 


Juan 


of my reasons made sense to him. 

“But, Querida, I cannot forget you,” he 
kept saying. 

I didn’t weaken, however. Finally, he 
gave up the chase. 

When 
did by then, I looked into his unkempt, 


Allen came home, as he seldom 


bearded face, and soggy, weak eyes and 
asked him ito forgive me for my part in 
wrecking our marriage. 

I wish I could tell you that somehow 
Allen gave up drink, that we found happi- 
I can’t. because that’s not the way 
it worked out. It might have if we had 
had a heart-to-heart talk years ago and I 
had tried to make him understand why I 
was like I was. But, that was my misfor- 
tune. I had plagued his life with it. 

Oh, how I wish I could again have the 
Allen I married. but it will never be. He 
My life, because of my 
marriage to him, remains muddled in spots, 


ness. 


is hopelessly lost. 
but I have hope. I have a job to do, I have 
to earn the right to be called a Negro. 
Eventually. I may get a divorce from 
Allen. After all, it is not good for the 
children to know their father is an incur- 
able alcoholic. Yet, right or wrong, for 
now, I want him to remain my legal hus- 
band, as a reminder to me, so that I will 
make the foolish mistakes I 
Perhaps, by the grace of 


not again 
before. 
God, I may find a way to reclaim Allen. 
If the chance comes, I will most assuredly 


try. THE END 


made 
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Marriage 
(Continued from Page 35) 


I got her quieted but despair settled 
over me. Before she dropped off to sleep, 
she smiled up at me like a child. “I’m 
sorry. darling,” she said gently. “But you’re 
all I have in life.” 

I passed the state board examinations 
and mother sent out cute invitations to the 
opening of our new salon. She'd had the 
room lined with mirrors and windows hung 
with pale green drapes. She played host- 
ess in a pale green gown, being very 
charming and basking in the compliments 
of those who came to admire and exclaim. 


“We have all sorts of new beauty ideas 
for you,” she cried laughingly. “You'll 


love the things we do for you.” 
She frowned when Nick stopped by in 
the afternoon. I went out into the hall to 


tak to him. “How’s the grand opening 
coming off?” he asked. 

“Oh, mother’s so happy,” I said. “Ev- 
erything’s going just as she planned it.” 

“And you?” he asked giving me a keen 
glance. 

“Oh, I'll get accustomed to it,” I tried 


to say lightly. 

He laid his big hand over mine. “Honey, 
have supper with me tonight,” he begged. 
I swallowed quickly. “Okay, Nick.” 

I knew mother wouldn’t like it but when 
the last guest had gone I said, “I'll have 
to hurry. Nick wants to take me out to 

supper.” 

“Well...” her eyes sharpened. “I 
might as well go out and make myself a 
cup of tea.” 

I tried not to feel guilty as I put on my 
new gray wool suit. I knew I looked nice 
but when I came downstairs, mother didn’t 
smile or compliment me. “It’s going to be 
lonesome sitting here all alone,” she said 
ina sorrowful voice. “But you’re young. 
Isuppose you have to have some fun. Oh, 
well. I’ll manage somehow.” 

That night Nick complained again. “| 
can’t stand this much longer, honey,” he 
said. He held me hard against him. I 
could feel the beat of his heart. “This 
can’t go on forever.” 

I was thinking the same thing when I 
got home and went into the kitchen for 
adrink of water without bothering to turn 
on the light. From the window I could 
see Ann Murray on the side porch of their 
house next door, She was kissing Ed Nel- 
son, her boy friend goodnight and she 
wasn’t bashful about letting him know she 
lved him. Ann was a wild little minx of 
a girl with flashing brown eyes and hair 
that ruffled about her face. There was al- 
ways something doing around Ann. I'd 
ben one of her crowd during High School 





days but now I seldom got to join in the 
fun. Seeing her now, so happy with Ed 
Nelson made me wonder how it would feel 
to be carefree in love. 

Three days later, Nick called to tell me 
he had tickets for a show and wanted me 
to go with him. 

I tried to be very casual about it when 
I told mother. She didn’t say a thing when 
I went to get ready but when I came down 
she was holding her hand over her heart 
and gasping for breath. “Oh, I have such 
a pain,” she cried. “It came on all of a 
sudden. I’m afraid, Phyllis. I’m afraid 
to stay here alone.” 

Her face was ashen. She was shaking all 
over. Surely she couldn’t be faking. I held 
her in my arms and told her I wouldn't 
think of leaving her. Looking up. I caught 
a glimpse of myself in the mirror. My eyes 
looked like father’s had that night so long 
ago. 

She got to bed and I sat there, 
her hand in mine. “I’m so nervous,” 
kept saying. “Don’t go away, will you.” 

“No,” I said. “When Nick comes, I'll 
tell him you're ill. I won’t leave the house.” 

I shivered before the darkness in Nick’s 
eyes when I tiptoed down to the living 
room and let him in later. “I can’t go, 
darling,” I whispered. “Mother’s had a 
bad spell,” I went on trying to keep back 
my tears. “We’ll just have to quit seeing 
each other. I’m sure that’s what upsets 
her so.” 

There was a stubborn 
“Phyllis.” he said. “You can’t let 
another person ruin your life. She’s just 
playing you for a sucker because she wants 


holding 
she 


note in Nick’s 


voice. 


you to make a fuss over her.” 

“What if she does want me to make a 
fuss over her,” I cried. “Is that so bad? 
After all, I’m all she has. I can’t be so 
utterly heartless.” 

“Maybe,” he came back slowly. 
it’s you. Maybe you’re just playing me 
for a sucker till some one with more money 
comes along. Some one with more money 
to give your mother the things she’s accus- 


“maybe 


tomed to.” 
“Oh Nick!” 
isn’t so.” 
“Well, can’t you see what’s happening?” 
he demanded. “Can’t you see what you’re 
doing to me? Or don’t I matter?” 
“Of course you matter.” I said, 


I cried. “You know that 


putting 


my hands on his tense shoulders. “But 

half of mother’s trouble is my fault. She 

nearly died when I was born and % 
His hands dropped in frustration. “I’ve 


never seen a girl so mixed up as you are,” 
he declared. “Why. you’re just scared to 
death of a few tears or a scene. You're 
one of those people who'll let anyone walk 
over them just to keep peace.” 

“Tt’s easy enough to talk.” I said in a 
shocked voice. “But I’ve thought till I’m 
dizzy and I can’t see any way out.” 

“There’s always a way out for folks who 
want to see,” Nick said brutally. 

I put my hand to my head. “Let’s not 
discuss it anymore, Nick. My head hurts. 
I can’t think.” 


- 
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Nick’s jaw hardened. “Phyl,” he de- 
manded. “Do you realize what you just 
did? You’re using your mother’s tactics 
to evade the issue.” He grabbed at my 
arms. “Oh, my darling! Listen to me be- 
fore it’s too late!” 

I closed my eyes, 
tortured face. 

“Come with me like you promised.” he 
went on in an unrelenting voice. Then he 
added wearily: “I guess there’s no use 
going on.” 

I opened my eyes and stared at him. 
Nick meant it. He wasn’t giving an inch. 

“T can’t go,” I repeated. 

Nick had no way of knowing that my 
very heart followed him out the door that 
night. Inside me there was nothing but a 
cold shell where my heart had been. 


— 


trying to shut out his 


pale, tragic face didn’t help 

any next morning. Nor the silence 
that was heavy enough to cut. When the 
coffee cup dropped from her hand I gave 
a little scream. 

“My hand is so shaky.” she whimpered 
nervously. “Those sleeping pills I take 
make me nervous the next day. I had to 
take a couple of extra ones in the night 
and now I'll be shaky all morning. I don’t 
know what I’m going to do.” 


“T think we’d better have a doctor.” I 


said. 
“No,” she shrieked. “I won’t have a 
doctor. A doctor might try to make me 


go back to the rest home.” 

I heard the bell ringing in the shop and 
remembered [ had an early appointment. 
Was I to spend the rest of my life twisting 
little bits of hair and listening to women 
tell their troubles when my own were be- 
coming unbearable? 

The days went on. Each one was more 
empty. Nick didn’t come back. I waited 
and waited but he didn’t come back. My 
pride wouldn’t let me call him. Besides. 
what was the use? 

Ann Murray came in to have her hair 
done. “What’s happened to Nick?” she 
asked bluntly. “I never see him around 
any more.” 

“Oh. that’s off.” I laughed casually. 

“Your mother object?” she asked. her 
eyes flashing. 

“Not exactly.” I said. 

“Phyl, aren’t you ever going to get wise 
to, things?” she demanded. 

“Tt’s easy enough to talk.” I 
as I’d told Nick. 

That night mother wanted to go to a 
show. My heart stopped beating when | 
saw Nick there with another girl. They 
were laughing together and having a won- 
derful time. 

“There’s your old boy 


told her 


friend.” mother 


said. “You can see how much he cared 
for you. But don’t feel bad. You've got 


me. We'll always be together.” She laid 
her tiny hand over mine. “A woman told 
me yesterday we looked like sisters.” 

She seemed so sure I felt just as she did 


that I couldn’t tell her what a terrible 
hunger my longing for Nick was. I loved 


him more than ever and it was misery to 
see him with some one else. 

I could hardly believe it when he came 
into the shop just at closing time next day. 
“T couldn’t stay away, Phyl,” he said. “I 
saw you last night and I couldn’t stay 
away.” 

I was in his arms, my face buried against 
his coat. I wept tears of relief and happi- 
ness. His dear hands lifted my face and 
he looked down into my streaming eyes. 
“Oh, darling. darling.” he said shakily. 
“You feel just like I do.” 

There was nothing in the world then but 
his face and his lips on mine. “Listen.” 
he was whispering. “I can’t live without 
you. I’ve got to see you. Won’t you meet 
me in the park tonight?” 

“T don’t know what time I can get away,” 
| whispered desperately. 

“PH wait all night if I have to.” he said. 
“Oh. my dear. I can’t live without you.” 

It was nearly ten when I got into the car 
heside Nick where he was waiting for me. 
We fell into each others arms. kissing each 
other. “Darling. you do love me.” he was 
saying. “I can feel it in your lips. Darling. 
Darling.” 

“We've got to get married. Phyllis,” he 
said when finally we pulled apart. 

I gasped. “We can’t! How can we... ?” 

“T can arrange it.” he said. He pulled 
me close again. “Phyl! Let’s not go on 
torturing ourselves this way. Once we take 
the step we'll be able to work something 
out. The main thing is to belong to each 
other.” 

“T can’t. Nick.” I cried. “I just can’t!” 

“Honey. honey.” he said, stroking my 
hair. “I’m trying to think for both of us. 
We've got to start living our own lives 
sometime. It might as well be now. If you 
don’t learn to make some decisions for 
yourself soon, you'll be left with no will 
of your own.” 

I must have consented because I was 
standing before a minister hearing him say. 
“T pronounce you man and wife,” when | 
felt a rush of panic that paralyzed me. 

Somehow I got back to the car but 
mother’s shadow was right in there with 
us. She hovered between us even when 
Nick stopped and took me into his arms. 
“My little wife.” he whispered. ‘“‘My little 
wife.” 

“T’ve got to get home, Nick.” I said. 
getting late.” 

When we got to our house Nick strained 
“This is a hell of a wedding 
he said. “Let me come in 


“T's 


me to him. 
night. Phyl.” 
with you.” 

I didn’t dare take him up to my room. 
Mother might hear me. We went into the 
dark salon and sat on the green plastic 
davenport and then Nick had me in his 
arms again. closer . . . closer... . 

It was nearly daybreak when I let him 
out and slipped upstairs. Then I dropped 
on my bed. weeping. What had I done? 
Why. if mother found out, it would kill her. 
And yet ... oh, those hours in Nick’s 
arms had been so wonderful. 

Mother and I had just settled ourselves 
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for a game of cards next evening when 
Nick came over and walked in as if he 
expected to spend the evening. Mother 
stayed in the room the whole time he was 
there. She was tight-lipped and unspeak- 
ing. About eleven o’clock Nick gave up 
and went home. 

“So he’s back,” she said after he 
“From the moment you met that boy 
tried to alienate us. I don’t like it 
I don’t want him coming here.” 

“Haven’t I a right to any life of my 
own?” I demanded in a voice so bitter that 
it even scared me. 

Her hands gripped the arms of the chair. 
Then she said in a strange voice, “I can’t 
believe this is happening to me.” 

“There’s nothing happening to you,” I 
said desperately. 

“Pity isn’t pleasant when one is on the 
receiving end,” she declared. “This man 
is making you think I’m just a duty that 
you have to put up with.” 

“You’re so unreasonable,” I cried. “I 
can’t bear it any longer.” 

I had to bear it though because mother 
went into a spell then that left her in a 
deep coma. It scared me so I called the 
doctor. 

“Is she addicted to the use of sleeping 
pills?” he asked after he’d examined her. 

“She uses a lot of them,” I said. “They 
quiet her nerves. She’s used the same pre- 
scription for years. Why, doctor? Are 
they dangerous?” 

He sighed. “The continued use of bar- 
biturates can break down brain and nerve 
tissue. It can cause a decided change in 
character and mind. Have you noticed 
that her muscles were unsteady?” 

I thought of how she had dropped her 
coffee cup. I asked, frightened, “Do you 
mean mother’s a drug addict?” 

“I'm afraid so,” he said. “Many be- 
come so through the use of sleeping pills. 
It’s always worse with people who are in- 
clined to be neurotic like your mother.” 

“What shall I do?” I cried. “She can’t 
sleep without them. She’s so terribly nerv- 
ous. Oh doctor, help me.” 

“She'll probably have to be hospital- 
ized,” he said. 


left. 
he’s 


and 


\ OTHER STAYED in bed next day and 
, when Nick called me that morning I 
told him what had happened. 

“This has to end.” he said. “It’s my 
job to take care of you and I’m going to 
do it. I’m coming over as soon as we close 
the store.” 

He arrived about five o’clock with his 
arms full of groceries. 

“What are you going to do?” I asked 
frightened. 

“Now that we know your mother is not 
herself we'll have to act accordingly. She 
has a sick mind and isn’t capable of judg- 
ing,” he told me. 

I followed Nick out to 
where mother was sitting. She looked up 
in surprise. Before she could speak he 
said, “I’m going to help Phyllis get dinner 
tonight. I hope you don’t mind.” Then 


the dining room 


without giving her a chance to answer, he 
went into the kitchen. 

Mother sprang up indignantly. “Who 
does he think he is, anyway? Making him- 
self at home like that? You don’t need 
to think I'll eat with you.” She switched 
off to her room. 

Disconsolately. I followed Nick to the 
kitchen. “Mother says she won’t eat with 
us,” I told him. 

“Just wait till she smells this steak,” he | 
said. 

All the time we were preparing the din- | 
ner I kept listening for sounds. What if | 
she had another attack? This our 
first time together and mother was between 
us all the time. | 

“We'll take a tray in to her,” Nick said 
when the baked potato, the steak. the salad 
and fruit dessert were ready. He handed 
me the tray and then to my surprise, fol- 
lowed me right into mother’s room. 

Her eyes blazed when she saw 
“How dare you?” she demanded. 

Nick glared right back at her. 

“T want to tell you,” he said, “that Phyl- 
lis and I are married.” 

The tray in my hands shook so the dishes 
rattled. “We love each other,” I chattered. 
“We couldn’t stay apart any longer.” 

Mother started to laugh, high pitched, 
crazy laughter. “So that’s why he’s acting 
so important around here. That’s why he 
thinks he can come in and take over my 
home. I'll show him. I'll make you both 
sorry.” Her laughter went into a terrible 
shriek that seemed to tear her apart. I 
could feel each sob ripping through my 
own chest till I wanted to run and run. | 
Suddenly she stiffened and went into a 
coma. 

I set the tray on the floor and ran to the | 
bathroom. I soaked towels in water and 
put them on her head. Finally she began 
to breathe normally again and choked 
sounds issued from her lips. Her fingers 





was 


him. 


worked themselves spasmodically. “He’s 
taken you away from me,” she moaned. 
“He’s taken you away. Now I have | 


? 


nothing.’ 

While I worked over her I’d managed to 
tell Nick where to call the doctor. As soon 
as he came he gave her a sedative. “We'll 
have to get her into a hospital right away,” 
he said. “I'll make arrangements first 
thing in the morning.” 

“I’m staying with you tonight.” Nick 
said firmly when the doctor had gone. 

I cried awhile in his arms. Yes, I wanted 
Nick to stay. I needed him most dread- 
fully. 

Before we went to bed I took a last look 
at mother. She was breathing quietly and 
looked as peaceful as a child. I told my- 
self I’d come back later and look in at her 
Then I saw the box of sleeping 
pills beside her bed. I carried it out and 
put it in the kitchen cupboard. I didn’t 
want her taking any more of them in case 
she happened to waken. 


again. 


“It’s you and me together now, darling.” 
Nick said later as I lay in his arms. Oh, 
the feel of his arms was good but even 
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then, even while I knew she slept in her 
own room, mother’s presence was there 
between us. 

We slept finally and during the night I 
started up guiltily murmuring I must go 
and look in at her. Nick held me back. 
“T wish I could make you love me as much 
as you love your mother, darling,” he whis- 
pered. 

I relaxed against him. “You're talking 
foolish,” I said. running my fingers through 
his hair, “Oh. Nick. I never loved any- 
one as I love you.” Even saying that made 
me feel guilty. Mother thought I should 
love her best. How would it feel to be a 
happy. carefree wife. loving freely? If 
only miracle would make things 
right for all of us. 

Nick was up before me next morning. 
I could hear him in the bathroom and I 
slipped on a robe and ran in to mother. 
She lay with her back turned. She was 
curled up like a kitten. I bent over her. 
She wasn’t breathing! 

“Nick!” I screamed. 

Nick came in and shook her gently. Then 
he straightened. “I'll call the doctor,” he 
said. “Better get some clothes on. darling.” 

I pulled on my clothes with shaking 
hands, For just a few hours I’d had some- 
thing precious and now in horror, it had 
slipped away again. I knew it for a cer- 
tainty after the doctor had come and looked 
at mother and then said. “I'll have to notify 
the police. This isn’t a natural death. It 
looks like suicide.” 

“Oh no.” I cried. “Oh no!” 
Nick in wild weeping. 

As soon as the police arrived. confusion 
took over. Reporters wanted the story. 
Neighbors gathered outside to learn what 
was wrong. Questions were being put to 
me—questions I couldn’t answer. 

An officer came out of the bedroom. “Are 
you the son-in-law?” he asked. 

Nick nodded. “This was in her hand- 
kerchief box.” 

He had a note in his hand. Nick held 
it so we could read it together. Mother 
had started a letter to a cousin in Chicago. 
“Dear Nancy.” it said. “Phyllis has mar- 
ried a man who is trying to kill me . . .” 
that was as far as it went. 

I looked at Nick in sheer horror. 
Mother’s hatred of Nick still lived even 
after death. How could she have done such 
a thing? Nick couldn’t have killed her. 
He couldn't have! 

“We'll have to place you under arrest.” 
the officer said not unkindly. “In the mean- 
time there'll be an autopsy to determine 
the cause.” 

“Tl have to go, darling.” 


some 


I turned to 


said 


Nick 


quietly. “Ill be back as soon as possible.” 
I watched him go off between two detec- 
tives while I stood there, petrified with 
fright. 

I don’t know what I'd have done if it 
hadn’t been for Ann Murray and _ her 
mother. They came over, looked after 
things and wired for Uncle Clay and Aunt 
Myrtie to come. Ann spent every minute 
doing kind things for me. “Did you say 
the doctor gave your mother a sedative and 
she died in her sleep?” she asked me once 
suddenly. 

“Yes.” I said. “Oh, I meant to get up 
in the night and look in at her andI.. . 
it was all my fault.” 

“Wait.” Ann cried. “I just remembered 
something. Ed and I got home from a late 
dance last night. It was about three o’clock 
and we were on our side porch. I remem. 
ber the light went on in your kitchen. Your 
mother got something out of the cupboard 
and took it with some water. Then the 
light went off again. I didn’t think any. 
thing about it at the time because Ed and 


I. . . well. you understand . . . we were 
so busy saying goodnight.” 
“The sleeping pills.” I cried. “I put 


them in the cupboard so she wouldn’t take 
them if she woke up.” 

We both ran to the cupboard. The box 
was there. But it was empty. 

“Tl call Ed right away.” Ann said ex- 
citedly. “We'll both go down to headquar- 
ters and swear we saw her take the pills.” 
She put her arms around me. “We'll get 
your Nick home darling. Don’t you worry.” 

The funeral was a blur of curious faces 
and the heavy smell of flowers. But | 
could bear it because Nick was at my side. 
Nick was my steady comfort. When I 
blamed myself for not getting up to look 
after mother that night he said the doctor 
had told him that mother’s mind was un- 
balanced through the constant use of sleep- 
ing pills and it wasn’t my fault at all. 

“You did the best you knew how,” he 
said. “Your only mistake was that you 
didn’t get professional help for her long 
before. You're beginning a new life now. 
You mustn’t spoil it by regrets.” 

Nick and I are beginning to find happi- 
ness now. Since we met so many obstacles 
we value our happiness that much more. 
The future is ours and when my children 
come I hope I will remember to let them 
lead their own lives and not chain them 
to me till they lose their ability to make 
decisions. That was what was happening 
If Nick hadn’t saved me . . . well. 
That’s all that matters 

THE END 


to me. 
Nick did save me. 
now. 





Your Handwriting 

(Continued from Page 12) 

activity for himself. Circumstances vary, 
but happiness is possible for all. 

Once you begin to really understand 

yourself, you can direct your striving to- 


ward the satisfaction of genuine, inner 


needs. 

The thing you should remember is that. 
in your search for happiness, you cannot 
copy after someone else, or attempt to 
adopt a pattern of living for yourself which 
is not in agreement with your basic nature. 


THE END 
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Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 8) 


spreading. Church membership in the 
U. S. is at an all-time high. 

Nobody should be so spineless that he 
is ashamed to stick up for be- 
lieves. It is a poor jerk indeed who can- 
not make up his own mind. who hasn’t the 
Maybe, 
you “had 
Maybe you have 


what he 


strength of his own convictions. 
like Jerry. you feel that 
your fill” of The Gospel. 
had religion rammed throat 
since you were old enough to say “Now | 
lay and you feel that you have had 
enough to last you for years to come. Well, 
you had your fill of milk. you 
were a baby, but that 
from drinking milk when you grow up. 
Look around you. You will be surprised 
to see how many of today’s greats proudly 
God and attrib- 


have 


down your 


me.” 
when 


too. 


doesn’t stop you 


proclaim their belief in a 
ute their success to faith. 

Jackie Robinson once said, 
field—as in an office or a shop 
tice your religion by treating the other fel- 
low the way you want to be treated.” Says 
Charles C. Spaulding. head of a $140 mil- 
lion insurance business, “God's ideas direct 
our company’s policy.” 

Pearl Bailey reads her Christian Science 
manual in her backstage. 
Ethel Waters, Marian Edith 
Sampson and Ralph Bunche all give God 
credit for their triumphs. Even famous 
boxers about to knock somebody’s block 
off, take time to pray. There are no athe- 
ists in the foxholes. 

This whole business of one’s religion is 
as old as creation itself. That should prove 
something. If there is nothing to it. 
do people in trouble turn to prayer? Why 
do prisoners see a minister or a priest just 
before they walk that last mile? 
Where there is so much smoke there must 
be some fire. and we don’t mean the heat- 
ing plant in Hades. Regardless of the light 
references made about prong-tailed devils 
spitting brimstone and angels with super- 
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Bible is still the world’s best 
That religious books are in great 

Lloyd Douglass with The Robe, 
Sholem Asch with The Nazarene, Henry 
Morton Robinson with The Cardinal all 
made fortunes with their religious-themed 
books. And about the Fulton 
Oursler who made newspaper history with 
The Greatest Story Ever Told? 

If you are the stubborn kind and still 
hold that religion is something that comes 
with that tired. rundown feeling. and that 
spiritual experiences are moldy fig. name 
today’s greatest movies. How about Samp- 


that the 
seller? 
demand. 


what late 


son and Delilah, David and Bathsheba, 
Going My Way, Keys to the Kingdom? 


Remember Quo Vadis? 

If you are laboring under the quaint de- 
lusion that to admit a church affiliation or 
activity in things religious will invite em- 
harrassment or personal hardship, think of 


what the Christians suffered in the days 
of the Roman Empire. Nobody is going to 


throw you to the lions. 

On second thought, maybe a 
around an arena with a not-so-hungry lion 
or two breathing down your heels would 
scare that air of false sophistication and 
foolishness right out of 


good dash 


man-of-the-world 
your teen-aged soul. 

The whole field of religious work is on 
more departmentalized and ex- 
citing level than ever In the old 
days of circuit-riding parsons and A frican- 
bound missionaries—that was all she wrote! 
Today. there such absorbing fields as 
public relations. education, 
to name a few. And the pay is good, quali- 
fications high. Young people now travel 
all over the world to attend religious con- 
ferences and workshops, or join religious 
work camps helping to rehabilitate war- 
torn countries. Did you ever hear of that 
tremendous organization called the Youth 
For Christ 

Religion. 
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Movement? 
my cynical 
big business. world business. 
too. should take out a fresh sheet of paper 
version of what re- 


friends, is 
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young 


and write down your 
ligion means to you. 


It means much more than you think. 
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command? Then use CHEZ- 
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Lover 





Returned 


vokies and we'd play pinochle until after 
‘idnight. All the time I sat there day- 
reaming over the bids and melds, | was 
omposing in my mind the letter I would 
it into writing the next morning—the 
letter | would know by heart—and dream- 
ly. as one who is just high and mellow 
nough to be indifferent to one’s surround- 
ngs. | would be smiling over the letter I 
rad received from you that day. It would 
he inside my pocket where I could put my 
land in and touch it for reassurance over 
and over again. I played the cards auto- 
iatically. but my spirit was with you every 
moment Bill, somewhere in Korea. Not in 
\unty Mae’s safe and cozy living room, but 
ut there where danger was raging, where 
here were heavy artillery and mortar fire. 
troop and supply concentrations, and roads, 
rails, bridges, buildings and men_ being 
blasted out of existence second after sec- 
d. by those deadly fighter-bombers. 
Strangely enough Bill. | must have 
hought of you as leading a charmed life. 
For though | could picture thousands fall- 
ng at your side, | never once thought of 


any harm coming to you. How could it be? 
| was so confidently in love. And I was 
hearing from you every day. I felt so close 
to You. 

Then suddenly without inkling or warn- 
ing there was a dead end. One day when 
| reached home there was no letter on the 
telephone table. I sat down right away and 
wrote to you for the second time that day. 
| spent a feverish, wakeful night. I went 
ut the next morning, but only after Aunty 
\lae promised faithfully that she would 

ill me at work if a letter should come. 
| stayed at work half a day and then came 
home on sick leave. I couldn't stand the 

ispense, the strain of waiting and not 
hearing. That was only the second day 

nd weeks of misery to follow. I 

rote to you for a while longer but there 


were 


as never any answer. Your cousin Jerry 
vas no help. He had had only one letter 
from you during the whole time you’d been 
ne. I didn’t sit evenings anymore with 
Jerry and Sue and Aunty Mae playing pi- 
ochle. | retired to my room and into my 
hell. L took no interest in any one who 
me to visit me or Aunty Mae. 
Jerry and Sue begged and begged me 
go out with them but I wouldn’t think 
it. Suppose a message should come from 
su and | was not at home. What had gone 
vrong? I asked myself over and over again. 
How could | know? Why this tormenting 
lence? Had you found someone else? 
Had you just lost interest? Were you ill? 
Lost? No, I was sure that nothing had 
ippened except that you had grown bored 
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with writing me. I tried to push back all 
the ugly thoughts but they kept piling up 
to crush me. I tried not to let it happen, 
Bill—oh how hard I tried not to let it hap- 
pen. But my faith gave way to bitterness. 
I had a bewildered. lonely. frightened feel- 
ing then Bill. Our love that just a while 
back I had been so sure of—after all it 
had all happened in such a short time— 
such a brief space of time we had been to- 
gether—January to July. well-—-to the end 
of July. Perhaps all the time you'd only 
been having a lot of fun and hadn't really 
felt the way I felt. Perhaps I had only 
imagined you'd felt that way. 

Then I told myself you couldn't forget 
me. Why I was your wife. You couldn't 
have taken the marriage vows so lightly. 
It had hardly been four months ago. I 
twisted and turned the ring you had given 
me. And then I remembered that I was 
the one who had begged to have the knot 
securely tied before you left. Perhaps you 
had done that just to pacify me at the time. 
What was a little favor like that for you 
to grant on the eve of your departure? It 
was quite possible that you planned not 
to return. It wasn’t the wisest thing to do, 
you had said—it wasn’t the wisest thing 
Night after night Bill. I would lie 
awake going over these things in my mind. 
playing upon it a ruthless, tortured rhythm 
of love. pain and doubt. What are you 
doing? What are you thinking? Who are 
you loving?) Who are you loving? Are you 
asleep? Are you awake? Are you in dan- 
ger? Are you safe? Why don’t you write? 
Why don’t you write?) Why, why in God's 
name don’t you write? It was a relentless 
refrain that sang in my brain all night. 
What are you thinking? Who are you lov- 


ing? Don’t you care any more? Don’t 
you care any more? Don’t you care? Are 
you in danger? Are you LOST? ARE 


YOU- ALIVE? 


SCREAMED out in my sleep one night. 
The telegram came the next morning 
telegram from the War Department. Jack- 
son! That was for me. I signed with trem- 
bling fingers and ripped it open. I saw 
only certain words. but it was enough. 
They are still highlighted in my memory. 


Madam... regret... husband... Wil- 
liam Jackson killed -- killed —- Killed — 


KILLED. The letters danced in a crazy 
jungle before my eyes. 
cal. I cried your name again and again. 
BILL! 

I don’t remember anything that hap- 
pened for a long time after that. I know 
now that I fainted—~-that Aunty Mae called 
in Dr. Bradford--that for four weeks I lay. 
first delirious with a high and fitful fever 
and then in a state of coma. balanced be- 
tween life and death. I know that 
Aunty Mae nursed me back to life and 
sanity by some magic only short of a mira- 
cle. I was ill through December. right 
through Christmas and the New Year was 
beginning its cycle. Awaking to conscious- 
ness after that long twilight sleep. I looked 
right into the quiet, steady eyes of Jim 


I became hysteri- 


now 


Tyler who was sitting beside my bed. Later 
| learned that he had sat there long and 
often during those four weeks—that he had 
for many nights kept the long vigil into 
those wee hours in order to give my aunt 
a chance to get a much-needed rest from 
her constant attendance upon me. He had 


volunteered his assistance—to stand by. to 
give me medicine, to help in any emer- 
gency. He had remained with her through 
many anxious hours and Aunty Mae and 
Jim had grown to like and respect each 
other during that tense period of my ill- 
ness. 

Suddenly I remembered that Sue had 
brought him up during one of those eve. 
nings of pinochle when I was hardly con. 
scious of the things that were going on in 
my environment and the people about me 
were just so many shadows dancing on the 
edge of a dream world in which you and ] 
Bill. were the only figures—a dream world 
to which for a short while. your daily let. 
ters had helped me escape. Jim had _ no- 
ticed me that evening. but how could | 
have been aware of him then, with you 
so completely in possession of my mind 
and heart. 

But it was an entirely different thing as 
I began slowly to recuperate. Jim took 
over with efficiency from that moment. Jim 
was someone to be reckoned with. He was 
not a person to be brushed aside lightly 
once he set out to make you aware of him. 
He loved to talk and he talked brilliantly. 
His most cherished ambition was to be a 
doctor—of the mind. The only reason he 
hadn’t attained that ambition was because 
psychiatry is a very expensive thing to 
study. So Jim was working at a job he 
didn’t especially like and taking courses 
in psychology a couple of evenings a week. 

It was soothing those first days of my 
recovery to sit back and let him talk. ex- 
plaining things about people and _ their 
relationships in a fascinating way I’d never 
dreamed of. I guess I learned a lot about 
why people behave as they do through 
Jim’s eyes. I thought and still think he 
was a very wise and understanding per- 
son. He would talk and talk and I would 
listen. I was calm as I listened. His words 
had just that-effect on me. He was conm- 
ing to see me almost every evening. | 
wasn't the only one who liked to hear Jim 
talk. Aunty Mae would come into the liv- 
ing room after washing the dishes. Jerry 
and Sue had started going together and 
they became a part of the circle. Sue 
loved to discuss things and she and Jim 
did most of the talking. Jerry. Aunty Mae 
and I just sat back and listened. 

Jim never seemed to rush things though 
now I realize he worked pretty fast toward 
his aim. He was very frankly trying to sell 
me a bill of goods. And he was a high 
class salesman. He felt that the best thing 
in the world for me to do was to marty 
again as soon as possible—as soon as | 
found the man with whom I could be con- 
patible. He began to make it very plain 
that he would like to be that man. He did 
not, like every one else, avoid bringing up 
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your name. Very deliberately he encour- 
aged me to talk about vou. And I began 
to do just that. At first the words didn’t 
come too easily. When they did, they came 
too fast, in a rush and flood of emotion 
that left me spent so that Jim would 
squeeze my arm with ever so gentle a pres- 
sure as though to say—That’s enough for 
today, tomorrow we'll try again. All at 
once I found myself talking about you to 
Jim calmly and rationally. He listened sym- 
pathetically. He let me tell the same stories 
about you and me, and over again. 
His patience was limitless. 

For my Own good he waged a steady 
campaign. It was imperative that I marry 
again. What if some people would be 
shocked because it was only a few months 
since I had received the tragic news of 
your death? It was my life that was im- 
portant to me from where I was looking, 
and not from the angle of spectators look- 
ing on from the sidelines. This was a won- 
derful thing that I learned. It was Jim who 
taught me how little other people’s opinions 
should weigh when it became a question 
of my own welfare. He told me that my 
heart could not wear mourning forever. 
The more I put off marrying, he said. the 
more I’d be looking around for someone 
to fill the place you had left so empty 
for someone who talked and laughed like 
you—for someone who told little jokes like 
you—someone who had the same walk and 
held his head proudly as you held your 
head (Bill I can see you now with that 
noble carriage, tall and square-shouldered 
and handsome in your uniform—a guy 
with the bluest eyes under the sky in a sun- 
tanned face the shade of rich bronze and 
a mouth that could set my pulses tingling, 
lips that set my soul aflame with the sweet- 
ness of their kisses.) 

When I started with Jim I 
carried your living image around with me 
everywhere I went. I never could picture 
you dead—you were always so vitally alive, 
full of jokes and laughter. Even when Jim 
insisted that I must get back into circula- 
tion before my own circulation stopped 
(that’s the way he put it) and began tak- 
ing me around to cocktail sips, dances, the 
theatre and all kinds of gay little parties, 
I found myself able to forget and have fun 
for an hour. 

Then in the midst of all the gayness my 
heart would suddenly have a catch in its 
joyful beating. Tears would come to my 
eyes uncontrollably. I would look around 
bewildered and realize that there was no 
one in the room like you, no one at home, 
no one in the world that I could find. Once 
during an evening of particular merriment 
when I had been feverishly gay and to all 


over 


going out 


outward appearances bubbling over with 
happiness, this mood gripped me. I sud- 


denly put down my glass and left the room. 
All at once the room had become so stuffy, 
full of smoke and meaningless chatter. I 
wandered down the steps and started walk- 
ing, in which direction I didn’t know or 
care. Someone came walking behind me. 
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TESTED AND PROVEN METHOD 
Requires only 15 minutes a Day! 


Well-known authority on legs with years of experience 
offers you this tested and proven scientific course—only 
fifteen minutes a day— in the privacy of your home! Con- 
tains step-by-step illustrations of the easy scientific leg 
technique with simple instructions: gaining stronger legs, 
improving skin color and circulation of legs: also normal 
causes of skinny legs, plus leg measurement chart of 
tion of leg according to height and weight. From 

ry first day you may feel the exhilarating effects of 
this method. Health culture asked this well-known au- 
thority on legs to write a series of articles on the funda- 
mentals of this type of method. This magazine believed 
their readers should learn about this wonderful technique. 


SEND NO MONEY! FREE 10-DAY TRIAL! 


You would _ glad to pay any price to gain shapely 
egs. but ‘‘Shapely Legs Home Method’’ is yours for 
the low intradwetory price of only $1.98 complete. 
Just depos lus postage with postms an on de- 
livery ‘in pis han wr apper)- Or send only $1.98 with order 
and we pay posta You must see satisfac tory results, 
or return course and your money will be refunded. 
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YOU MUST BE DELIGHTED 
OR YOUR MONEY BACK! 


Give your hair a chance to win you love and romance. Have 
the longest, silkiest hair you can have to thrill men’s hearts, 
for long hair attracts men. Scientific LONG AID WORKS by 
lubricating dry hair and dry scalp and the drying effect of 
marcel irons and hair straighteners or mistreat- 
that may cause dangerous breaking off of hair and 
splitting ends which show up by the brushfuls as if your hair 
were coming out and which robs you of your naturally long 
hair become normally if 

AID also, with massage, 
to scalp with the RICH OILS OF 
G AID. Mrs. E. C. writes, 
be without LONG AID again.” 4 
“I am a hairdresser and have about 
15 customers. They all want to use LONG 
AID and nothing else.” 


D housands do. 
SEND NO MONEY 22. 3s ingusands go. 






SPLITTING 





onger and thicker 


“I will never 
Mrs. 


tax (total: $1.20) for large package of 
LONG AID postpaid. Or sent C.O.D. (in U. S. only) for 
$1.20 plus 20c C.O.D. fee and 5c postage and handling 


Money back if not OVERJOYED. Keystone, 
Dept. TC 18Memphis, Tenn. 
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H..- natural looking straight 
hair. Use Silky Strate the amazing new 
Cream Home Permanent Hair Straightener. 

ONE TREATMENT LASTS 3 TO 6 
MONTHS. 

Curl ict, Wave it or leave it Straight. You 
can do either with SILKY STRATE... 

SILKY STRATE Cream Hair Straightener 
is sold under this guarantee... 
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Men, Women and Children by the thou- 
sands are switching to SILKY STRATE. 


BUY IT FOR THE ENTIRE FAMILY. 

[Throw away those Hot Combs and Caus- 
tic Lye Straighteners that may cause dam- 
age to your hair. 

With SILKY STRATE there is NO 
BURN! NO REDNESS! HAIR STAYS 
SILKY STRAIGHT EVEN WHEN WET... 

If your druggist can’t supply you, write 
Dept. TS-9 


NEWBRO MFG. CO., ATLANTA, GA. 

















It was Jim with my evening wrap over his 
arm. He caught up to me, put the wrap 
over my shoulder gently (gentleness was 
Jim’s middle name) and said: 

“Tt’s not summer yet. baby.” 

He walked beside me in silent under- 
standing. We crossed the street, strolled 
through a small park and found a bench. 

I said, “It’s no use, Jim. I want to die. 
It’s just no use living without Bill.” 

He was puffing on a pipe and he didn’t 
answer me for so long I thought maybe he 
hadn’t heard me. But I looked up at him 
and saw that he was looking off into space 
pondering deeply. His eyes had a glitter- 
ing intensity in the darkness. He finally 
said in a very quiet, matter-of-fact voice. 
“Before you try that Fran, won’t you marry 
me first?) Maybe I won’t be able to change 
your feelings about that—but if I don’t 
it won’t be because I didn’t try.” He said 
a little more. “Making someone happy after 
a rough deal like yours is a large order I 
know. Fran. But I like challenges like that. 
Darling. please, oh please give me a 
chance?” Very few women could have re- 
sisted such tenderness in the eyes of a man 
who loved with such calm determination 


- and certainly not I. Bill, who sorely needed 


tenderness at that moment. I was very 
grateful and very passive as he took me in 


his arms. 


IM AND I were married one April Sat- 

urday evening, just one year and three 
months after the day I first met you. We 
were married in Aunty Mae’s little apart- 
ment and by her minister, with our same 
little circle present. Jerry and Sue were 
once more witnesses for me at a second 
ceremony. 

Bill, I never got a chance to know you 
as a husband. so of course I can make no 
comparisons. I can only say that Jim as a 
husband has been all that any wife could 
ask for. He has fulfilled every wish of 
mine to the best of his ability and above 
and beyond the call of duty. If he fell 
short of making me completely happy it 
was no fault of his. It was only because, 
before I even knew Jim. a guy named Bill 
had already come along and spoiled me 
for any other man. What woman could do 
less than try to be a devoted wife to a man 
like Jim? I have certainly tried. More 
than anyone will ever know. And with Jim 
doing all in his power everything was go- 
ing along smoothly. It might have worked 
out if something hadn’t happened like a 
bolt from the blue. to jolt me back into 
confusion and tumult once more. 

In April. 1951 there were no apartments 
to be found anywhere. Aunty Mae insisted 
that Jim and I share her small place. We 
protested that this would be too great an 
imposition but she firm and even 
hinted that now that she was satisfied that 
I was happily settled. she had been seri- 
ously thinking of going to California to 
Some of her late husband’s relatives 


was 


live. 
had been after her so long to come. We 
would be able to take over the apartment 
after she had gone, she told us. So we 


agreed to remain with her. But she must 
have been nearer ready to go than we 
thought, for one month later near the end 
of May. she was on the train to San Fran- 
cisco after giving us her blessing. 

I set about making the apartment home- 
like for Jim. I began to select new furni- 
ture—tasteful, single pieces—very modern. 
I became recipe-minded, trying out new 
salads and interesting desserts. The home 
was run on beautiful schedule and though 
we both worked. Jim and I and our home 
were as neat as a row of pins. Life began 
to assume a fairly normal pattern. We in- 
vited friends to dinner, or for an evening 
of cards, music. drinks and lively conver- 
sation. We returned their visits. Came 
the warm months and the beaches again. 
This time I went in swimming alone. Jim 
cared only for an occasional dip and the 
rest was all sun bath for him. We took 
several week end trips to long Island and 
New Jersey resorts. I tried not to remem- 
ber summer~ -1950. 

September came around again. Jim reg- 
istered for evening courses. October went 
by. November was on the calendar. I was 
returning home late one afternoon. I had 
been to the doctor’s and I had some news 
that I knew would make Jim proud. impor- 
tant and happy. A baby was on the way. 
The doctor thought I was in my second 
month. I heard someone moving about in 
the kitchen and wondered what Jim was 
doing home when he should have been in 
school. He never cut classes. I walked in, 
ready with a breezy greeting but Jim’s face 
stopped me dead in my tracks~-his face 
and the telegram which he was holding out 





to me. 

“What is it. Jim?” I asked him. 

“Read it!” he said in a voice he seemed 
hardly able to control. We always opened 
each other’s specially-delivered mail. 

Immediately I thought of Aunty Mae. I 
was afraid to look. But I did. How can I 
describe the power of emotion that gripped 
and held me then. the joy beyond rapture, 
the utter amazement and incredulity. My 
heart raced, my hands trembled. my face 
went hot and cold, my lips and tongue 
went dry. I had butterflies in my stomach. 
I looked at Jim in dazed wonderment and 
repeated to him like a child, as though he 
had not himself already read the message. 

“Bill’s alive Jim--Bill isn’t dead —-He 
wasn’t killed. The War Department made 
a mistake.” 

So. you were alive Bill. breathing, warm, 
alive. You had been a war prisoner and 
you were returning home next month. 
That’s what the telegram told us. That's 
why you hadn’t been able to write. 

Seized in a tumult of emotions. Jim and 
[ just sat there in the kitchen silently 
avoiding each other’s eyes for long min- 
utes. It was Jim who spoke first. He had 
gotten himself completely under control. 
He was a past master at that. 

Jim said. “I’m happy for you that Bill’s 
alive—even though it’s my loss.” 

“You mean you're leaving me free to g0 
to Bill?” Oh he was a wonderful sport. 
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were always free. darling. Bill 
has priority. You love him. What more is 


there to say? Besides you know, don’t you, 


“You 


that this means our marriage is null and. 


void. You're still legally married to Bill.” 
“But Jim, it’s not as simple as that,” I 


cried out, remembering for the first time 
since I’d entered the house. “Jim! There’s 


the baby!” 

He looked at me stunned. “What baby!” 
I'd forgotten to tell him that he was going 
to be a father. 


He actually I told 


groaned then when 


him. One thing had taken the joy out of 
another, If it hadn’t been for the telegram, 
it would have been the most delightful 
news in the world—the baby. Now it 


seemed only another dirty trick Fate had 
played on us. The time table was hope- 
lessly jumbled. 

Jim sat for more long minutes with his 
elbows on his knees and his head in his 
hands. He was steeling himself for the su- 
preme sacrifice. He finally said, “We can’t 
split a baby in half. So this one will have 
to go with you—a baby needs its mother. 
Since this had to happen, I’m glad it isn’t 
born yet. That’s one way the time table 
didn’t mess up. I wouldn’t be able to give 
it up once I got used to it—I guess.” 

I couldn’t stand hearing him talk that 
way any more. It was too much. There 
were some sacrifices. I told myself at that 
point, that you couldn’t accept from a hu- 
Yes. Bill. It 
was something so new to see Jim, my com- 
forter, looking the picture of dejection, It 
affected me in a strange way and filled me 
with a new and powerful emotion—a com- 
passion akin to and as strong as love itself. 
I put my arms around Jim and told him 
that the baby was his—I could never take 
his baby away from him. Neither could I 
leave the baby. So there was only one thing 
left to do. I would have to give up Bill. 
Yes, Bill, I told him that. And at the 
time, I meant it with all my heart. 


man being as decent as Jim. 





N°? BILL, I am not fickle. as you im- 

plied the other night. I loved 
still. The flame of my love has not so much 
as flickered since that first day I met you. 
But perhaps you don’t know what it is to 
be torn between love and a terrible com- 
passion. 

I had told Jim I wouldn’t leave him. But 
after your letter came. time still 
again. I dreamed about you night after 
night. Every moment of the day thoughts 
of you took possession of me—mind and 
body. I hugged your letter to my heart. 
tread it over and over. Each time I read 
the letter, I wanted to run to you. darling 
—to throw myself into your arms and feel 
the wonderful closeness of you and try to 
ease the memory of the many nights when 
every nerve in my body would strain in an 
effort to reach out and find some part of 
you that would comfort me in my loneliness 
for you. But I couldn’t come to you, dear. 
I had made a promise. 

Yet when the time came, the day you 
Were arriving, it was not surprising that I 


you 


stood 





did come to meet you after all. It seemed 
as if rain was meant to be a symbol of our 
love—it was raining on that day too. I'll 
always cherish the memory of my first 
sight of you again, how you looked as you 
stood waiting for me to leave the bus. As 
my feet touched the ground you made a 
step toward me and I felt as if I had wings 
as I flew into your waiting For a 
long suspended moment, I thought of noth- 
ing else as your lips once more claimed 


arms. 


mine in that long awaited for and satisfy- 
ing kiss. 

It was when you said, “Let’s go home,” 
that I was rudely jolted back to the un- 
pleasantness of reality and what I had to 
tell you. So I suggested that cozy little 
restaurant. Facing you across the small 
table, my studied feature of 
yours as though it were something I must 
memorize hold for the rest of my 
life—something I was to know only in 
memory. My hands kept touching yours. 
The juke box was dreaming of a white 
Christmas. You talked gaily about all the 
things we would now be able to do again. 
How we would begin catching up with all 
the fun we had missed together. It sounded 
so wonderful but I knew what you didn’t 


eyes each 


well 


know. So over coffee and cigarettes I told 
you all—about the telegram I had received 


with the misinformation that you had been 
killed; about my illness after that; about 
Jim, his kindness and how I had married 
him; about the baby. I remember (it was 
only the other night of course) the awful 
stillness that followed—the disbelief in 
your eyes—the hurt frown. Then you spoke 
I had married Jim so quickly after 
Why? I had for- 


you thought. 


angrily. 
the news of your death. 
gotten you so soon, so easily, 
The fact that I was going to have the baby 
was proof of all this you reasoned. Now 
you supposed I would think nothing of 
hurting Jim. I would leave him at the drop 
of a hat and come back to you just for a 
different kind of thrill—because I believed 


in variety and the spice of life. Well. you 
decided, in your hurt pride. you wanted 
none of that. If I belonged to Jim now. let 


me stick to Jim—I was carrying his child. 
You said many more things that hurt. 

I tried to explain to you what Jim was 
like. That touched off the dynamite. You 
hated Jim you said then. He ought to have 
known better than to steal a man’s girl 
when his back was turned. It was a good 
thing I hadn’t brought him along. If you 
ever got your hands around his neck—oh 
I don’t know. Bill. what else you said but 
you spoke violently—I spoke bitterly. It 
was our first quarrel. We kept repeating 
the violence and bitterness until we both 
suddenly became conscious of the vicious 
circle of circumstance and our words fal- 
tered and faded into silence. So I left you. 
my dear. and came back to my little apart- 
and to Jim, 
hot tears all the way. 

Jim wasn’t at home. 
might be comforting to find him 
there, relaxed, reading the newspaper with 
the radio providing a background of light 


ment my eyes stinging with 


I had thought it 
sitting 





$100 * MONTH 
JUST FOR WEARING 


LOVELY DRESSES! 


Ladies—here’s your 
chance to get a whole 
new beautiful wardrobe of 
your own without paying 
a single penny! And, un- 
believable though it sounds; 
make up to $100 a month, 
besides—just by wearing 
stunning dresses and show- 

ing them to your friends! 


Here’s All You Do! 
Just wear these lovely Fashion 
Frocks, which are given to you 
as a bonus. Take your choice 
of over 150 gorgeous models. 
When friends ask about 
them,—simply explain how 
you can get them the ‘same 
exquisite styles. It’s our unique 
way of advertising the unbeat- 
able values offered by Fashion 
Frocks! You need no experi- 
ence...and no door-to-door 
canvassing is required ! 
Hurry! Openings Limited! 
Coupon brings you FREE 
“Style Show” with the 
whole thrilling array of Fashion 
Frocks, plus actual fabrics ! 
But please hurry because 
openings are limited! Send in 
coupon before it’s too late! 
' No obligation—nothing to buy. 


GIVEN TO il 
FASHION FROCKS, INC., 


Studio K-3114, Cincinnati 25, 0. 
MAIL COUPON ON POSTCARD~— mail today! 


FASHION FROCKS, INC. 

Studio K-3114, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 

YES, I'd like to be one of the women who get the 
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. at the crossing. 


popular songs. I was all ready to cry on 
his shoulder. The soft lamp light was on 
in the living room. The radio was going 
and it seemed as if Jim must be there. But 
he wasn’t. I found a little note beside the 
radio, 

“Fran, if you come in while I’m out have 
just stepped across the street to the delica- 
tessen for some cheese and beer. P.S. I’m 
going to bring you back a bottle of your fa- 
Love you—Jim.” 

I thought. I will be gay and cheerful for 
Jim when he returns. no matter how I 
really feel. I took off my clothes. 
my face, made it up and put on the pretty, 
new hostess gown. I picked up a magazine, 
sat down and tried to read. I had hardly 
sat down when the bell rang sharply sev- 
eral times. I almost ran to the door. A 
tall, flushed policeman stood there and my 
heart was in my mouth. 

“Mrs. Tyler?” He spoke kindly. 
sorry to tell you, madam—your husband— 
James Tyler died at St. Matthew’s Hospital 
a few minutes ago.” 

The details I learned later. Jim had been 
coming back from the store with his bun- 
dles and had been knocked down by a car 
The driver of the car had 
Jim was 
he died 


vorite wine. 


washed 


“Tm 


failed to stop on the green light. 
rushed to St. Matthew’s where 
within the hour... . 

This all happened two days ago. People 
have tried to be kind, but they don’t know 
anything about me after all. I have a ter- 


rific headache. I’d better stop writing. 
What more is there to write anyway. Just 
that I hope you'll read this soon. Bill. It 


may make more sense to you than when I 
tried to explain it to you across the restau- 
rant table the other day. 

I never finished that last sentence of my 
letter. I guessed that most of the people 
in the living room had left. 1 could hear 
only the murmur of one or two voices. 
Some electric sensation told me that some- 
thing interesting was taking place in the 
other room. Sue came and knocked softly 
at the bedroom door. She was spending 
nights with me for a while. She said: 
“Someone in the living room would like to 
talk to you, Fran.” She fairly pushed me 
into the bedroom hersel/ and 
I walked slowly 
the living room. There was only one per- 
son in the room. But he filled it with his 
blue eyes and his marvelous broad shoul- 
ders. Bill! He was abjectly repentant. He 
said, “I hope you'll both forgive me for 
the things I said the other night.” 

“Bill,” | said, “Jim’s dead.” 

“1 know Bill replied slowly. “1 
guess he was a better man than Ill ever 
be. But if you think he wouldn't mind, and 
if you don’t mind, Cooky, 


out, went 


closed the door. toward 


he is, 


I’ve come home 
to live with my wife.” 

“Baby and all?” | 

Bill took me in his arms, 
very gently. 

“If it’s a boy,” 
Jim.” 


gasped. 
and kissed me 


“Let's call him 


he said 


THE END 


Can A 

Bad Girl 
Make A 
Comeback ? 


(Continued from Page 13) 


her questioning my knowledge of how 
they lived and what they wanted in life. 
Laura had no idea of the kind of life I 
had lived; never dreamed that, like herself, 
I had once been stamped a juvenile de- 
linquent. a bad girl and that. only through 
the grace of God and the wisdom and pa- 
tience of a very wonderful man, had I been 
able to rehabilitate myself and build an 
acceptable place in society. 

No, Laura didn’t know that the respecta- 
ble community leader in whose home she 
had been for two hours. had a lot in com. 
mon with her. Perhaps the only way to 
gain Laura’s confidence was to tell her my 
story. I did. 

It was painful to go back to those days 
when I was coming up in one of the most 
hideous slums of Brooklyn’s Brownsville 
area. That’s the section, you may recall, 
where Mayor O'Dwyer. as a two-fisted dis- 
trict attorney, broke up Murder, Incor- 
porated. Living in that neighborhood was 
murder, believe me. 

When you come up in the kind of home 
I was reared in, there’s no sunlight or hap- 
piness in the hours you spent inside what 
is called the family circle. I can’t remem- 
ber one day or night of happiness in that 
home. My father was a bootblack at a big 
downtown stand. All day long he bowed 
and scraped to his white customers, grin- 
ning in an Uncle Tom way and earning 
their amused, contemptuous favors. He 
was one of those men who stay under other 
people’s heels and who, in turn, must have 
someone to bully. 

My mother and I were the victims of his 
bullying evenings when he got home. Be- 
fore I should have been old enough to 
understand the meaning of the intimate 
things in marriage, { was shuddering to 
hear Dad accuse Mother of being unfaith- 
ful. of having affairs with the ice-man, the 
Every pay night, he would 
shouting foul 


ple.” 


insurance man. 
come home roaring drunk, 
language. demanding his supper the min- 
ute he hit the door, kicking over end tables 
and generally turning the house into 4 
place of horror. In later years I could 
never understand why Mother put up with 
his brutality. Often he beat her but wher 
ever the police came, called by the neigh 
bors. she stood up for him stoutly. 

Many mothers whose husbands brutalize 
them so horribly, console themselves with 
their children. Mother was different. | 
cuess her life had been so bitter that there 
wasn’t any room left in her heart for love 
me. Certainly, if she loved me, she 
eave no indication of it. Mother washed 
and ironed clothes for neighbors a bit more 
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She had to because sometimes, 
when Dad came home from of his 
Saturday night jags he didn’t even have 
enough left to pay the miserable little rent 
or for food for the house. The way I rea- 
soned things out when I got old enough, 
Mother must have believed that I was a 
burden, a barrier between her and Dad. 
She hardly ever said a kind word to me, 
constantly criticized me for every little 
thing. 

I guess I would have never got to school 
if it hadn’t been for some nosy neighbor 
reporting that I was big enough to go, but 
was still hanging around the house. Then 
mother took me grudgingly. After I got 
old enough to go to school by myself, I 
was eager to Any from the 
sordid atmosphere of my home, the feeling 
the constant bickering 


fortunate. 


one 


go. escape 
of being unwanted, 
and nagging was a welcome escape for me. 

It’s really no wonder then that I became 
pretty hard pretty young. It’s no wonder 
either that at the age of fifteen I got in- 
volved with Johnny Lampkin. Johnny rep- 
resented as much glamor in our neighbor- 
hood as could possibly exist in a broken- 
down slum. He was president of the Bea- 
vers, the local gang which terrorized the 


entire neighborhood, both youthful and 
adult. He was my idea of a Prince Charm- 


ing—tall, handsome, a good dresser but 
wearing a constantly scowling expression. 
Secretly, I had admired him ever since I 
first met him because he was such a power 
in the neighborhood. In school all the boys 
followed his rough, uncompromising lead- 
ership and all the girls yearned for his 
favor and protection. There was a rumor 
around that Johnny had almost killed a 
“wise guy” who had tried to take over his 
gang. It was funny Johnny and I 
began to go together. 


how 


\ OST OF the girls who attended the 
- public school where I was enrolled 
were from the lower income families like 
ours. A great number of them were girls 
homes where eco- 
Their 


them- 


from broken homes 
nomic stress had caused disharmony. 
parents 
selves to the sordid fate of second and even 
third-rate living, seemed to have aban- 
doned their children. A_ fifteen-year-old 
girl at that school had seen and done a 
whole lot more than a young woman should, 
My curiosity was excited by the dirty 
stories I heard all around me about things 
that had gone on in the locker rooms, in 
the schoolrooms after class. I don’t know 
why I hadn’t fallen into the immoral pat- 
tern which prevailed. Certainly, there was 
nothing in my bringing up to guide me 
along the straight and narrow path. But 
some instinct had kept me clean although, 
being human, I often pretended to know 
just as much as the next girl. 

Innocence is almost impossible to con- 
ceal in a society as closely-knit as school, 
however. It got around that I wasn’t the 
type of girl to allow boys to get fresh with 
me and it became a general joke to call me 
“the square.” At first, this was done good- 


seemed to have resigned 


naturedly, then I found that I was being 
regarded with contempt by the girls and 
fellows who either genuinely looked down 
upon me for my standards or who felt that 
my attitude was a rebuke to them. 

One of the fellows who fell into the last 
class, decided to do something about it one 
afternoon right after dismissal. 
Young was his name and he aspired to be 
like Johnny. Jesse had obeyed 
Johnny sullenly. He was one of the higher 
lieutenants in Johnny’s gang and it was a 
standing joke with us because Jesse’s ugli- 


Jesse 


always 


ness would have scared anyone half out of 
Despite his horrible looks and 
Jesse considered him- 


his wits. 
offensive personality, 
self quite a lover and he was lulled into 
believing this true by the fact that a num- 
ber of the girls seemed to get a thrill out 
of being in the company of one so high in 
Johnny’s favor. 

On the afternoon that Jesse decided to 
do something about my refusal to act like 
the rest of the girls, he was standing in a 
little crowd of girls and boys. I was about 
late out of 
conference with my 


school 
math 


five minutes coming 
because of a 
teacher. 
books under my arm, Jesse sneered: 
“There goes Miss High and Mighty. the 


girl who won’t pet—while someone’s look- 


I passed by with my school- 


ing.” 

Everything would have been fine. I guess. 
if it hadn’t been for my giving in to my 
I should have kept going 
Instead, I turned 


terrible temper. 
about my 
around and shouted: 

“Anybody who says they saw me petting 
is a liar.” 

Jesse and his little crowd laughed heart- 


business. 


which infuriated me more and made 
agi- 


ily, 
my tormenter decide to continue his 
tating. 

“Yeah. I'll bet.” he sneered. 
knows what you’re putting down behind 
backs.” 

Blind with fury, 
taking 


“Everyone 


their 
1 rushed up to Jesse, 
completely by 


him surprise. [| 


slapped his face resoundingly. The boys 
and girls around him gasped with amaze- 
ment. 
turning it brutally and pulling me to him. 

“Maybe you don’t pet, 
“but you’re gonna pet now—and in pub- 
lic.” 

Frightened by the realization of what I 
had done and frantic 


Jesse snatched me by the wrist, 


baby,” he rasped, 


to get out of Jesse’s 
the that 
wrist. Jesse pulled 


grasp, I winced with pain was 
shooting through my 
me closer. Suddenly, 
knife edge, cut through the tension of the 


moment. 


a voice, sharp as a 


“She ain’t gonna pet if she don’t want to, 


Jesse,” the voice said. “Let go of her be- 
fore I bust you in the mouth.” 
He 


stood there scowling, waiting for obedience 


To me he looked like a 


Everyone turned to see Johnny. 
to his command. 
knight in armor. 
You could 


sense that he was ashamed to lose face in 
front of the crowd; 


Jesse hesitated for a minute. 


that he wanted to re- 


| 
| 


| 
| 
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bel, but reluctantly, he dropped my wrist 
and walked away. 

Johnny turned on the crowd. 

“Okay, break it up.” he ordered. “And 
another thing—anybody who bothers this 

hick will answer to me, get it?” 

I could see a new admiration in the eyes 

)f the gang as they left us standing there. 
[ was thrilled to my fingertips about 
Johnny’s intervention. I had never thought 
/f him in the role of a hero, never dreamed 
that he had enough heart to want to help 
someone who meant nothing to him. 

“C’mon, square,” he told me. “I’m 
gonna be a sucker and buy you an ice 
cream soda.” 

The word “square” sounded like music 
to me for the first time. My bashfulness 
with Johnny slowly melted away as we 
sipped our sodas. He treated me with 
a rough affection, almost as though he were 
laughing at me, but with a sort of tender- 
ness. 

Every day after that Johnny greeted me 
with “hello, square.” I began to despair 
that he would ever say anything else to me. 
[t was then I realized, for the first time, 
that Johnny was constantly on my mind. 
[ guess it was natural. He was the first 
one who had ever done anything kind for 
me. the first person who had ever treated 
me as though I were important. And, be- 
cause of his actions that day, I was treated 
differently by my schoolmates. Most of 
them secretly entertained the idea that I 
was Johnny’s girl. Day by day. I wished 
I could make their speculation come true. 

My wish was granted. Johnny asked me 
to go to the school prom with him. Female- 
like, I allowed my amazement at this un- 
expected honor to overcome my happiness. 

“Gee, Johnny,” I said. “Why, why are 
you asking me to go to the prom? And 
why did you help me out that day?” 

He looked at me steadily.” 

“T like you, square,” he said. 
what is it, yes or no?” 

“Of course, it’s yes, Johnny,” I replied 
€ agerly. 

That was the happiest night of my young 
life. It made up for the fact that my par- 
ents weren't even interested in my gradua- 
tion or even that I had come out very close 
to the head of my class. I lived on a pink 
cloud at the prom and I felt as though all 
the world was mine when Johnny and I 
talked long and tenderly as he delivered 
me home. I told him about all the un- 
happiness and strife of my home life. He 
consoled me, showing me a gentle side 
which drove me mad with liking for him 


“Well, 


or was it love? 
I was sure it was love when he took me 
roughly in his arms and kissed me. 


“Oh, Johnny,” I cried, unashamedly 
bold. “Can I be your steady girl?” 


He held me closer to him. He paused 
ind that pause sent my wild hopes dash- 
ing. I thought I knew why he was uncer- 


tain, 

“IT won't be a square, Johnny,” I said 
qui kly. 
74 


“lll do anything you say be- 


“out. 


cause I love you and I want to do what 
you want me to do.” 

They talk about people’s finest moments 
—these rare times in their lives when they 
are confronted with a crucial decision and 
come out nobly. This must have been 
Johnny’s. Johnny had “been around.” He 
had been used to having girls who dared 
not question his right to be fresh with 
He had always told himself that he 
peo- 


them. 
had a contempt for so-called “nice” 
ple; for girls who wanted to keep them- 
selves pure until they were married. But 
now, Johnny said: 

“Sure you can be my girl, square. And, 
what’s more, even though I want to, [ll 
never ask you to do the things the other 
girls do.” 


E KEPT his word about that. But if 

I didn’t betray my moral code with 
Johnny in that respect. I did in many 
others. I became his girl officially and. in 
that neighborhood, that meant only one 
thing. In the first place, it meant border- 
line necking. It meant learning to smoke 
reefers and staying out all kinds of hours 
at wild parties in the gang’s cellar hang- 
It meant acting as lookout when 
Johnny and the gang made their raids on 
local storekeepers. It even meant getting 
involved in small-time burglaries. 

My love for Johnny completely blinded 
me about the wrong involved in these ac- 
tivities. I just wanted to help him, to be 
near him—so it wasn’t surprising that I 
didn’t turn down Johnny’s proposition— 
the one he made to me a year after we be- 
gan going together. 

“Listen, baby.” he told me. (He had 
stopped calling me square.) “I got big 
ideas about this neighborhood. I’m gonna 
run the older people some day just like I 
run these snot-nosed kids. And the way 
I’m gonna run it is by getting badder and 
badder all the time. You know what that 
means? That means we gotta get organ- 
ized.” 

“How, Johnny?” I asked. 

“Here’s how.” he said. his eyes lighting 
up with the pride in his dream. “You're 
gonna organize the girls around here just 
like I got the guys organized.” 

“T’m all yours. Johnny.” I told him. “Id 
rob, steal or beg for you.” 

I was thrilled that Johnny had so much 
confidence in me. I had toughened up con- 
siderably since my timid days. Proudly, 
I stood in front of the meeting of the gang 
as Johnny explained what we were going 
to do and ordered the fellows to cooperate 
with me. 

Under Johnny’s supervision I did a ter- 
rific job of organizing the girls. Most of 
the members of the girls’ auxiliary were 
girl friends or sisters of the members of 
the gang. Members had to have the initials 
of one of the boys carved into their arms 
with pen knives. Our real test of being 
“bad” came along when Juan Estes. a “big 
shot” in the Bronx juvenile gang world, 
sent his girls over to challenge us to a 
fight. Armed with knives and home-made 


guns. jagged milk bottles and rocks, we 
fought and vanquished the enemy. True to 
gang code, our boy-friends stayed out of 


the fight. It was up to us to prove our- 
selves and we did. Johnny was really 
proud of me. Three Bronx girls were bad- 
ly hurt and one went to the hospital. The 
war made the daily newspapers and we 
stuck out our chests. 

The police knew about us and knew that 
we were responsible, but, outside of warn- 
ings every now and then, they didn’t bother 
us. To tell the truth, they were afraid 
of us. 

Everything was going fine until Father 
Carter came into the neighborhood to start 
his little Catholic mission. He gave an in- 
terview to the Amsterdam News and said 
he was declaring war on gang war. We 
read the story in the club house. sneered 
and made a midnight raid on the mission. 
heaving a couple of bricks through the 
window. 

“That'll show him and the newspapers.” 
Johnny said gloatingly. 

But he had reckoned without Father Car- 
ter’s way of doing things. Instead of mak- 
ing a big noise about the broken window, 
Father Carter quietly had it replaced. When 
the Amsterdam News asked him what he 
thought about the atrocity, Father merely 
told them: 

“Tm sorry for those kids. They didn’t 
know any better than to do it. They're 
good kids at heart. All we have to do is 
find their hearts.” 

When I look back and realize how Father 
Carter found our hearts, it seems almost 
incredible. It started the evening he put 
in a sensationally surprising appearance 
at our cellar hideaway. No one knew how 
he found it or how he discovered the pass- 
word, but. out of a clear blue sky, he was 
standing in our midst, a tall, handsome 
man with a boxer’s build and a matinee 
idol face. 

We were completely unnerved by his ap- 
pearance. Somehow, the very lack of re- 
buke on his face brought to all our minds 
the enormity of the blasphemy we had com- 
mitted by hurling the rock through the 
church window, 

“Hi, fellows and girls,” 
“May I come in?” 

What could we say? We weren’t as bad 
as we thought before the graciousness of 
this smiling man. Father came in and sal 
down on an old wooden carton. 

“I just thought I'd pay a call because | 
want to be your friend.” he announced. 

“This ain’t no place for turn-collars.” 
Johnny muttered. I threw him a quick. 
nervous glance. Somehow, I couldn't ap- 
prove of his disrespect this time. 

Then Father Carter began to talk in a 
quiet, steady voice. He told us that he 
hadn’t come to try to preach, or to reform 
He liad come 


Father said. 


us or anything like that. 
because he had a problem. 

“There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for 
you folks.” he said in a winning manne. 
“That’s why I have nerve enough to ah 
you to help me out of a tight spot. It's4 
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tough job and I’m sure no one else could 
help.” 

Slowly the wonder and suspicion faded 
from our faces as we realized what Father 
wanted. The President of one of the sweat- 
shop factories in the area had donated sev- 
eral hundred dollars to the mission. Father 
wanted to re-decorate the place, build pews 
and altar and fix the up. He 
hadn't enough money to get a professional 


mission 


job done. 

“If all of you chipped in and helped, it 
wouldn’t take more than two or three days.” 
he said. 

We sneaked glances at each other, 
of us afraid to speak up. Then our gazes 


each 


came back to Johnny. Johnny shot me 
an inquiring look and I shook my head 
vigorously. 

“We'll do your job, mister,” Johnny 
said. “But don’t think Then he 


broke off his intended defiant speech as 
Father Carter’s face glowed with a smile. 

What happened in the next few days 
made history in the city. 
sent photographers to take pictures of the 
dead end kids who were helping to build 
a Catholic mission. Only they didn’t get 
the pictures. We stopped dead in our 
tracks as we heard Father say: 

“Oh, no fellows. No pictures. 
kids aren’t doing this for publicity and 
neither.-am I. We’re working together be- 
cause we’re friends.” 

“But, Father.” one of the cameramen ob- 
jected. “A front page spread like this 
could get you plenty of contributions.” 

Father said something then that none of 
us could forget. 

“In my work, friendship means more 
than finance.” He said it softly and that 
simple statement began the growth in our 
hearts of a tenderness for the man who 


The newspapers 


These 


we had persecuted. 
We didn’t finish the job on schedule be- 
cause we decided to do more than we had 


set out to do. Cookie James, one of the 


toughest worst of the gang suddenly dis- 
covered, under Father’s subtle guidance, 


that he could paint and did a couple of 
murals for the wall. I began sewing on 
some robes for the altar boys and Johnny 
amazed all of us when he gruffly ordered 
his two young brothers to report to father 
for duty as altar boys. 

All the while, Father was doing things 
for us which we had never dreamed _ pos- 
sible. He virtually tricked Johnny into 
getting the first legitimate job he’d ever 
had; mentioned the job casually, 
was up a tree about who to recommend and 
then airily added that he didn’t know any- 
one tough enough to handle the assignment. 
This, of touched Johnny’s pride 
about being tough. He took the job, kept 
itand made good. 

By this time. Father was almost an un- 
oficial member of the gang. The 
had changed into a club and elected him 


said he 


course, 


gang 
a honorary member. In the basement of 
the mission we had built a makeshift rec- 
teation center for the kids of the commun- 
ly. We often used it ourselves. Before 


we knew it, the gang fights, the sneak rob- 
beries were forgotten. The fellows in the 
gang were following Johnny’s lead, getting 
jobs and taking pride in them. The girls 
gave a monthly party and raised funds for 
the church. 

I think we even put some of our parents 

shame. Some of them began to take 
interest in 
and some straight talk, 


more 
from Father 
to visit the church. 

I wasn’t at all surprised the day that 


us and, spurred by visits 
began 


came to my house and said: 
I haven't called 
in a long time.” 


“T know, 


Johnny 


You know what, honey. 


you a ‘square’ 
I smiled at him. Johnny,” I 
said, 

“T want to call you square again.” he said 
“T want you to go back to be- 
I want to 


I've been 


hesitantly. 
ing square like you used to be. 
be square like you too. You see. 
thinking and I’ve decided that any wife of 
mine has to be the kind of person Father 
would approve of. That means I'd have to 
he the kind of person he’d approve of too. 
What think, honey—er. I mean 
“square? 
“T think you’re the 
in the world,” I told him. 


do 
:99 


you 


most wonderful guy 


‘And Father’s 


next.” 

The only thing wrong was that we won- 
dered if we could become decent again, 
could do the things that society demands 


and not be unhappy about our exciting, 
dangerous life of the past. We 
see Father to talk it over. 
Happily. told He 
pointed out that most teen-agers who be- 
gangs are not really lost 
The New York City Youth Board, he in- 
formed has recently 
that the best way to cope with kid gang- 


went to 


he us some facts. 


long to souls. 


us. discovered very 
sters is not by police methods but by win- 
ning the confidence of the youngsters. He 
revealed there is a new trend in this work: 
that in 1951 the Board had spent two mil- 
lion dollars to open and maintain play 
to help the work of the Police 
Athletic to send underprivileged 
kids to summer camp. He said that seven 
city government agencies and more than 
eighty agencies were working on 
the situation. 

Father told 


streets. 
League. 


private 


us that the juvenile delin- 


quency picture is very serious. He said 
J. Edgar Hoover. head of the FBI, has re- 


vealed that the number of girls under 18 
arrested in this country recently jumped 
198 per cent in a 7 year span. 

But bad can make a comeback, 
Father added. And bad fellows too. 

He was right. For. as I sat here in my 
living room talking with another 
had started off in life as I had. I occupied 
one of the most respectable positions in the 


girls 


cirl who 


community. 

Laura was wide-eyed at the end of my 
story. She wasn’t in such a rush to 
home then. 


tion, to stay and meet the bad boy I married 


£0 
She was anxious, at my invita- 
—Johnny. He'll be home for dinner soon. 
He may bring Father Carter with him. 


THE END 
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UGLY ITCHING of SKIN 


e 
Q-u-i-c-k 
Scratching of itching eczema, pimples, 
rashes, ringworms can disfigure skin 
and cause infection. For the relief of 
such itching there is nothing finer or 


faster than Palmer's SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment. Palmer's SKIN SUCCESS 
contains 11 ingredients, and for 5 gen- 


erations has contained the wonder drug 
chlorophyll and amazing, soothing, 
lanolin of which you hear so much to- 
day. .Palmer’'s SKIN SUCCESS Oijint- 
ment has been proved for over 100 years 
by millions of users, and proved again 
4 the recent clinical tests of a noted 
physician. Only 25c at drug and toiletry 
counters. 75c economy size contains 4 
times as much. Guaranteed satisfaction 
or money back. And to complete com- 
lexion beauty use Palmer's SKIN 
UCCESS Soap 25c. Fffectively medi- 
cated, and also removes skin bacteria, 
chief cause of pe capenatoen odor. 
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God WANTS YOU 


To Be Really Happy! Are you facing dificult Prob- 
lems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? Love or 
Family Troubles? Worried? Drink? U nhappiness of 
any kind? Would you like more Happiness, Success 
and **Good Fortune” in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, here is wonderful NEWS of a remarka- 
ble NEW of PRAYER that is helping thousands 
to glorious NEW happiness and joy! 

Just clip this Message now and mail with your name, 
3c _ stamp to LIFE-STUDY FELLOW- 
We will rush this 


address and 
HIP, Box 5209, Noroton, Conn. 


Ss 
wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER and FAITH to 
you by AIR MAIL absolutely FREE! 








Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Hoppi- 
ness or Your loved Ones? Our Rema e 
New Discovery Quickly ard Easily Helps 
Bring Relief From All Desire For Liquor! 
With This Craving For liquor Gone, No 
Will Power Is Necessary To Stop Drink- 
ing. This Is Strictly A Home Method! 
Easy To Take! Nothing Like It Before! 
You Can Go To Business And Carry Or 
Your Social Life As Usual, While Using Our Method! May be 
used secretly for whiskey, wine or beer! Improvement 
Noticed In A Remarkably Short Time. The Price !s Amaz 
ingly Low! Only $10.00 For The Entire Method, Formula and 
Instructions! This Is The Only Method That Guar- 
antees Satisfaction or Your Money Refunded, if 
Returned In Ten Days. You Will Bless The Day rr) 
You Saw This As Thousands Have Already 
Done! 


Pay Postman On Delivery! Mail Us Your Name and Address Only! 
SCIENTIFIC AIDS CO., INC. 
Dept. 70-N, Box 118, Jersey City 3, N. J. 
































I Can Live 
Without 


Love 





(Continued from Page 23) 


“You'll go away.” he said worriedly. 
You'll go away and leave me—I know 
you will—everyone else has.” 

[ wondered who the “everyone else” was, 
but I felt that it would only upset him if I 
isked. so I tried to soothe him by telling 
him that I would never leave. 

“If I could only be sure,” he whispered, 
nore to himself than to me, “if I could 
nly be sure . 16 

\ few days later Oscar Holmes asked 
1e to marry him. 

“I know it’s a strange request,” he 
pleaded. “but I’m an old man. I need 

ur companionship. I couldn’t bear it if 
vou left me alone.” 

“T won't.” I assured him again. “I won’t 
ave you alone.” 

“But I can’t be sure—I’ll always be 
ifraid that you might leave—unless you 
marry me.” 

[ tried to refuse. Something in Oscar’s 
face stopped me. Actually, I felt there was 
little I could do for him. If marrying him 
meant filling his last days with a sense of 
security and peace I didn’t think it would 

too big a sacrifice on my part. 

\{ week later, I became Mrs. Oscar 
Holmes. Oscar was more content and hap- 
y than I had ever seen him. 

Of course, I hadn’t reckoned on what 
the other townspeople would say, and I 
tried to tell myself that I really didn’t care 
what they said. Of course after Oscar died 
things became much worse. As his widow, 
| inherited all his money and _ property. 
Everyone in the town was doubly certain 
that I had only married Oscar for his 
money. 

“Tt’s not fair,” I heard old Mrs. Perkins 
ay to the grocery man as I was on my 
vay out of the store. “She’s inherited all 
hat, and his rightful heirs are cut off with- 
ut a cent.” 

I walked out of the store with my head 
held high. As far as I knew Oscar had no 
living relatives. I decided that Mrs. Per- 
kins and everyone else was just talking 
that way out of pure meanness, 

Knowing that still didn’t make things 
easier for me. My attempts to be friendly 
were rejected. After awhile I could no 
longer stand the coldness that surrounded 
me, 

I would go away, I decided finally. It 
would take me a week or two to arrange 
everything. but after that I would leave 
Bridgeton forever and go somewhere where 
I would be liked and accepted, not treated 
like an unwelcome intruder. 


NE OR TWO evenings later I was sit- 
ting in the kitchen eating my lonely 


76 


supper when the front door bell rang. I 
was so surprised. that for a few minutes 
I didn’t go to the door until the bell rang 
again. I ran from the kitchen wondering 
who could be calling—no one had ever 
come to visit me, and I couldn’t imagine 
who it would be now. 

I opened the door and came face to face 
with a tall young man. His resemblance 
to my late husband made me draw a sharp 
breath. 

“Yes,” I said finally. “can I help you?” 

“Ss « is this the Oscar Holmes resi- 
dence?” he inquired stiffly. 

“Why yes.” I said. noticing for the first 
time the suitcase at his feet. 

“Well, then.” he said awkwardly. “I'd 
like to come in if I may—I’m Jonathon 
Holmes—Oscar Holmes is my uncle.” 

“Oh.” I gasped weakly. “of course—of 
course, come in.” 

I couldn’t help staring at my visitor. 
He had the high cheekbones. bright eyes 
and firm mouth of Oscar Holmes. only he 
was a younger edition. 

I led him into the living room with a 
bewildered feeling. Oscar had never told 
me he had a nephew. and worse now, I 
didn’t know whether Jonathon Holmes 
knew of his uncle’s death. 

“Won't you sit down?” I said awkward- 
ly, feeling that he certainly had more of 
a right to be offering me a chair. 

Jonathon looked around him with curi- 
osity at the oak-paneled room with the 
thick rugs and heavy mahogany furniture. 

“T hardly remember it at all.” he mur- 
mured to himself. “hardly at all.” 

“Oscar never told me he had a nephew,” 
I said softly. 

He looked inquiringly. “My uncle,” he 
asked finally, ‘“‘where is he?” 

I tried to tell him then. as best I could, 
about his uncle’s death, and he only nodded 
slightly. 

“T’m sorry I didn’t come sooner,” he said 
quietly. “I know I should be ashamed. 
I’m the only living relative he had. I guess 
it’s been twenty years since I saw Uncle 
Oscar. I should have been keeping in 
touch with him.” 

He got up, and walked about the room 
for a few minutes, while I sat silently on 
the couch. Then he stood before me. 

“Who are you?” he asked. 

I explained that I had been the private 
nurse who had worked for his uncle. Some- 
how I couldn’t bring myself to tell him 
about our marriage. It was a difficult thing 
to explain. I wanted to wait a little while. 
After all, I told myself, Jonathon had been 
away for twenty years. The shock of his 
uncle’s death was enough for one day. 

“Actually,” I finished, “I was planning 
to leave in a day or so, when [ got every- 
thing settled.” 

“Please,” he said quickly, “I hope I 
won't be chasing you away—certainly 
you're welcome to stay as long as you like.” 

I almost smiled then. Actually the house 
was mine, and here Jonathon was tender- 
ing the invitation. But I didn’t care about 
that—I didn’t want any of Oscar Holmes’ 


money or property, especially after being 
accused of gold-digging. 

We sat quietly for a few more minutes, 
I remembered my supper cooling on the 
kitchen table. 

“You must be hungry,” I said. “I don’t 
have much in the house—but if you don’t 
mind some scrambled eggs—” 

Jonathon laughed. “I'd love some—lead 
me to them. I’m starved.” 

“Right this way, Mr. Holmes,” I said 
quickly, and I started out toward the 
kitchen. 

“Please,” he insisted with a smile, “I 
couldn’t accept any eggs if you're going 
to be so formal—the name’s Johnny.” 

“All right. Johnny, and mine’s Elly.” 

That evening passed with amazing swift. 
ness. I had forgotten what fun it was to 
be around someone of my own age. Soon 
Johnny and I were talking like old friends, 
I had made a pot of strong coffee. The 
two of us sat at the kitchen table, drinking 
coffee and telling each other about our 
childhoods. 

“T used to get kind of lonely,” Johnny 
confided. “I liked traveling all right—but 
Mother and I never stayed any place for 
very long, and it never gave me the feel- 
ing of having any roots.” 

“T’m glad you’ve come back.” I said to 
Johnny. “Now you have roots I think your 
uncle would have been happy. too.” 

Johnny looked at me for a second. and 
briefly his fingers touched mine. 

“Thanks.” he said huskily. his eyes prob- 
ing into mine. “I’m kind of glad I came 
back too. I appreciate what you did for 
the old man. Of course. when the estate 
is settled. I'll thank you more.” 

He was talking so confidently. He was 
positive he had been made Oscar’s heir. 
I still didn’t have the nerve to tell him 
the truth. 

We did the dishes together. I hadn't 
felt quite so happy or gay for a long time. 
I kept telling myself I was being silly. | 
almost felt as if I were in my own home 
with my own family. I tried to tell mysel! 
that it was just because everyone else in 
town had been so mean. Johnny was the 
first person to come along who had spoken 
a kind word to me. 

But as I lay awake in bed that night, ] 
had to admit that it was more than just 
that—it had been a long time since I had 
been with anyone my own age. I had for 
gotten what fun it could be. I tossed and 
turned for awhile, wondering how I woull 
tell Johnny that I had married his uncle. 
Suddenly it was terribly important to me 
that he understand the situation, not dis 
tort it the way the people in town had. ! 
went to sleep finally, happily, planning 
what I would prepare for breakfast the 
next morning. 

But when I went downstairs next mor 
ing. Johnny had already gone. I prepare! 
some pancake batter, put some coffee ©. 
Inside I felt nervous, and a little afraid. 
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In a little while I heard the front dow 
slam. Footsteps came toward the kitchet 
“Johnny,” I said with a happy smile,’ 
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was wondering where you had gone.” 

His mouth was set in a tight line. He 
me no greeting in return. 

“IT went downtown.” he began angrily. 
“| went downtown and learned a few 
things about you, Mrs. Holmes 

“Oh, Johnny, I wanted to tell you my- 
= 
“Oh sure.” he said furiously. “I just bet 
you did. Wanted to tell me that 
nothing but a little gold digger.” 

“That’s not so,” I interrupted, “I did 
want to explain. It wasn’t that way at all. 
Your uncle— 

“My uncle was a sick. old man. 
taken in by a pretty face. Well.” 
tinued vehemently. “I know 
ited everything. but I’m going to fight you 
if I have to go as high as the Supreme 
Court.” 

“You won't have to fight.” I cried. “I 
don’t want any of your uncle’s money— 
you can have everything.” 

I slammed the coffee pot down on the 
stove. rushed out of the kitchen and up to 
Feverishly. I began to throw 


gave 


you're 


He was 
he con- 


you've inher- 


my own room. 

things into my 
as quickly as_ possible. 
brought me nothing but misery. 
hated me. No one would give me a chance 
to explain my side of the story. Well. this 
I would leave town for good. 


suitcase. I- wanted to go 
Bridgeton had 
Everyone 


was the end. 
It didn’t take me long to pack. Within a 
few minutes I had my coat on and was 
walking downstairs for what I felt was the 
last time. 

“Well.” Johnny greeted me at the head 
of the stairs, “what are you up to now?” 

“T’m not up to anything.” I retorted. “I 
told you once that I didn’t want any of your 
uncle’s money. and I meant it. I’m leaving 
town for good.” 

“Oh sure.” Johnny jeered. 
me to believe that. 


“you expect 
You’re probably up to 
some scheme to prove that I have no legal 
right to anything.” 


“My bags are all packed,” I said furi- 


ously. “Can’t you see that—why would I 
do that. if 
“How would I know?” he shot back. 


“Women like you always have some scheme 
in mind.” 

“That settles it,” 
down on the bottom step. 


I slammed the suitcase 
“T tried to tell 
uncle’s 


you I wasn’t interested in your 
money-—but if you’re going to keep accus- 
ing me—I'll fight you back, too.” 


With that. I picked up my suitcase and 
tan upstairs to my room. I threw the stuff 
Ihad packed back into the drawers. I had 
done my best. I had tried to explain to 
Johnny, but he wouldn’t listen. 
of being pushed around by everyone. | 
hadn’t done anything wrong. 
ing to run away. If Johnny wanted a fight 
he could have it. 


I was sick 


I wasn’t go- 


AFTER THAT things became really dif- 

ficult. Imagine living in the same house 
with your enemy—because that’s the way 
[thought of Johnny now. At different times 
during the day we both went down to see 


Johnny’s voice 


Mr. Pierce, the lawyer, and I was perfectly 
ready to fight Johnny in court. 


I went down to the store to do some 
shopping. I bought two steaks—-telling my- 


second one tomorrow, 


When I 


self I would eat the 
and thus save a day of shopping. 


walked into the kitchen I found Johnny 
there. silently wrestling with cans. The 
coffee was overflowing on the stove, and I 


could see bits of shell in the eggs he was 
scrambling. 

I smiled and went about the 
business of preparing my dinner. 
Johnny felt he had a right to the house. 
Legally I did. too. steak, 
and prepared a tossed salad with roquefort 
cheese Johnny doing his 
stubborn best not to look my but I 
could see him glance hungrily at the steak 
and potatoes | french-fry. 
Just as I was ready to pop my steak into 
emptied his eggs and 
I had never seen 
burnt, the 


smugly 
own 

I seasoned the 
dressing. was 
way. 
was ready to 
the oven 
canned beans on a plate. 
such a 
beans looked greasy. 

Johnny sat down. and made a great pre- 
tense of liking the food. I could tell by 
the way he pushed it around the plate with 
his fork that only his stubborn pride was 
keeping him from throwing away the whole 


Johnny 


mess. The eggs 


gs were 


mess. 

I took out the other steak, seasoned it, 
put it in the with mine and made 
some more salad and potatoes. When 
everything was cooked, I placed a heaping 
platterful before Johnny, removing the cold 
eggs and beans. 

“Look.” I said snappily. as he was about 
to protest. “I’m a nurse. I can’t sit and 
watch anyone give himself stomach ulcers 
with food like that. But just because I 
made that steak for you doesn’t mean the 
war is over.” 

Johnny cut a large piece of meat. and 
looked at it hungrily. “Okay.” he an- 
swered just as snappily. “and don’t think 


oven 


because I’m eating this stuff that I’ve 
changed my mind about fighting you 
through the courts. But I don’t like ul- 


cers. either.” 

That began a strange truce for the two 
of us. 

‘After all.” sensibly, 
“neither one of us wants to leave this house, 
as well make things as com- 
before the court de- 
cides who it really belongs to.” 

“Yes.” I agreed. trying my best to sound 
coldly logical. “no use acting like a pair 
of children.” 

Even as I said the words my heart ham- 
mered within me. I remembered the warm 
and wonderful feeling that had come over 


Johnny — said 
so we may 
fortable as_ possible 


me when Johnny arrived. 
We didn’t fight again the 

that first day and. strangely 

discovered that we liked a lot of the same 


way we had 
enough, we 


things. I thought I was alone one evening 
in the study where the large grand piano 
was. I sat down and played a few of my 


favorite songs—but suddenly the sound of 


made me hit a wrong note. 


“That’s very nice,” he said, getting up 
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ALL AROUNDS 
Feather cut style. Will fit 
any head, Curls are cro- 
quinoled .. . $5.95 Very low price, pr. $2.85 

Mixed grey, $7.45 Mixed grey, pair $3.85 
LONG BOB WIG No. 1460. GLAMOUR 
(left) Finer quality hair. Style 
Hand made weft. Part Cc 
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GLAMOUR (right) 
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BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 
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PAGE BOY No. 290! BARGAIN CHIGNON 
12” wide, about} Large. Has nylon 


BARGAIN PAGE 
BOY. 12” wide. 
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Name. 
» Addr 
ici ity and State. 


"ami Wave 


MAKE $50-$60 A WEEK 
Practical nurses are needed in every 
community... doctors rely on them. 
patients appreciate their cheerful, ex- 
pert care. You can learn practical 
nursing at home in spare time. Course 
endorsed by physicians, 53rd yr. Earn 
while learning. High School not re- 
women, 18 to 60. Trial plan. Write now! 
ICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 

Dept. 779, 41 East Pearson Street, Chicago !1, II. 

Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
ees — en 
City. State Age 
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FOR SELLING ONLY/OOBOXES 
NEW 'S2CHRISTMAS CARDS 
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to your friends and fellow 
workers, 2! for $1 and 50 for 
$1.25, with name on. You 
make up to 50c on each box. 
Send for Selling Plan and 
samples on approval. Costs 
nothing to try. Organizations 
and church groups raise money 
in this easy way. WRITE NOW. 


MERIT CARD CO. 


370 Plane St., Dept. 92, Newark, N. J. 
77 


IMPRINT SAMPLES 
NO EXPERIENCE 
NEEDED 


















4°22 LONGER 
=‘HAIR? 


“J MAKE THIS EASY 
7-DAY TEST? 


Just try this SYSTEM on your hair7 days 

and see ifyou are cnrens o the pleas 
y ureof ATTRACTIVE so very 

often capture Love and Romance for you. 


MARVELOUS HELP for DRY, 


BRITTLE, Breaking-Off HAIR 
WHEN SCALP and HAIR CONDITIONS are 
norma] and dry, brittle, breaking-off hair can be retarded, 
it has a chance be get lon er. ..and much more beautiful. 
Amazing. The ystem is not a hair restorative. 


SEND NO MONEY =Fully Guaranteed 


Jost try the JUELENE SYSTEM for7 Gove. Then let your 
mirror PROVE the theiiling. results, SUELENE comes in 
2 Fores C) Pomade [j Liquid. SEND FOR Ef aD are 
C. O. D. $1.00 plus | Sasol charges. It fs fully 
AAD Money back if you are not delighted, “Writs ows 


4UEL CO., 4727 N. Damen, Dept. A320, Chicago25, Ill. 












CAN BE YOURS 


Do you want POWER, Love, Money, 
Ilealth, Hlappiness? If you need help 
in obtaining the things you desire, 
just send me your name and ad- 
dress TODAY. I can send you in- 
fo Sagres At Once that may help 
you beyon« i belief. ND NO MONEY—Just en- 

se a few stamps Write NOW. 


DON ALDANO, 507 Fifth Ave., Dept. P-1 
New York 17, N. Y. 


to goiee ‘r postage. 





and get RESULTS 


a —_— way to mastery will open 


s tor and how: to accept the 
gifts that GOD has mgt up for 
pon that love and »bey im 
Lear 


THE MAGIC FORMULA for 
SUCCESSFUL PRAYER 


He are some of the amazing 


thing s it tells you about: When to 
pray; denny to pray: how to pray; 
The ric Formulas for Health 
and through prayer; for 





ss 
con iquering x fear through prayer; for 
obtaini work through pr et sa 
»y through prayer; for 
€ others through prayer; and many other patuante 
in structic ms that help yo u get things you want. 


5-DAY TRIAL—SEND end MONEY 








Just send your name and address today and on delivery 
ply deposit the small —_ of cate $1 plus postage 
postman. ositively GUARANTEE that 


‘will, ‘be ere than delig rhted with RESULTS within 
r money will be returned promptly on 
questions asked. Order At Once 
507 Fifth Ave., Pn F' PvV-9 
New York 17 


days or 
est and’ no 


ATOMIC BOOKS 


MEN! WHY BUY YOUR NEXT SUIT? 





Make Big Cash Profits Besides 


Easy to earn a stylish new suit—beauti- 
fully tailored to your measure—on our 
**Profit-Sharing’’ Bonus Plan. Also spe- 
cial bonus pants offer. All you dois show 
our beautiful fabrics and latest fashions 
to friends, and take their orders. Keep 
to $11.50 per suitand give big values. 

Union made. Perfect fit and customer 
satisfaction guaranteed or money back. 


SEND NO MONEY— Gef FREE Outfit 
We furnish complete selling outfit of over 
100 big actual am rey full color style port- 
folio, and all supp ies in swell display trav- 
eling case. Absolutely no cost. Write forit 
today and start earning bonus Suit or Pants 
and big cash profits at once. Act now. 


Oo. K. TAILORING CO. 3 


325 S. Market St., Dept. 118, Chicago 6, 11. & 
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slowly from the big chair that had hidden 
him from my view, “I like to hear you 
play.” 

He stood beside me. I moved away from 
the piano quickly, angry at myself for feel- 
ing a strange thrill at his closeness. I sat 
down on a love seat. 

To my amazement, Johnny walked over 
and sat down beside me. Before I could 
realize what he was doing, he had put his 
arms around me and was leaning toward 
me. I tried to laugh him off, tried to make 
the whole affair seem ridiculous, but actu- 
ally it wasn’t a laughing matter. I was 
pushing him away but I didn’t want to. 
His very nearness disturbed me. “If you 
think kissing me is going to make me turn 
the money over to you, think again,” I told 
him. 

When I managed to free myself from 
his arms, I escaped into the kitchen. 

I prepared supper as usual that evening 
for both of us, and I was surprised when 
Johnny called me into the living room. 

“You’ve done your share,” he said with 
a smile, “I felt that I should do mine.” 
He handed me a brimming glass that had 
an olive at the bottom. ‘“Martinis—very 
dry—I hope you like them that way.” 

“They’re fine,” I said, casually, “thanks 
a lot.” 

Surprisingly enough, Johnny and I didn’t 
argue—we never discussed his uncle or 
the inheritance. 

Johnny helped me with the dishes. Oc- 
casionally he did the shopping. I wanted 
to dislike him just a little bit, but he never 
gave me the chance. He was kind and 
helpful, almost too helpful. I wanted anx- 
iously for him to start legal action con- 
cerning the estate. I wanted to be through 
with it all—especially through with 
Johnny. 

One evening Johnny mixed us some after 
dinner highballs, and placed mine on the 
coffee table before me. 

“How about taking a drive with me?” 
he asked, after he had taken a drink. 

“Oh no,” I said coolly. trying to concen- 
trate on the magazine I was reading. “I 
don’t believe in socializing with my en- 
emies.” 

He seemed to wince when I said that, 
and I waited for him to come out with an 
angry answer, but instead he came over 
and sat beside me. 

“T’m_ sorry, Elly,” 
didn’t want you to 
enemy.” 

I looked down, and my fingers traced a 
design in the mirrored top of the coffee 
table. “What did you expect me to think— 
after the way you talked to me that morn- 


softly, “I 


as an 


said 


of 


he 


think 


me 


ee 
ing? 

Johnny’s hand covered mine. I couldn’t 
force myself to pull it away. “I don’t know 


what I expected you to think,” he mur- 


mured ashe bent closer to me, “but I 
might be willing to admit that I was 


” 


wrong. ... 
Gently he pulled me down toward him. 
His lips held mine softly, then with more 











passion. I clung to him as he held and 
caressed me. For a brief moment the sweet. 
ness of it all overpowered me. I realized V 
how I had been aching for just this. For 
too long I had locked myself up—telling M 
myself that I could live without love—but F 
now, my pent-up emotions held sway, to 
soar through my entire body. And then— | [ 
just as suddenly I pulled myself away, and 
stood up. 
I was still shaking as I stood looking 
down at a puzzled Johnny. The memory |W! 
of what had happened years ago, with Phil, whe 
returned to me and I was filled with a new | 2@! 
bitterness. crit 
Long ago I had promised myself that] } ™& 
could live without love, and I should have | Har 
kept that promise. I ran up to my room, | inte 
I was trembling with anger. It was plain had 
to me now that Johnny didn’t love me. He Feat 
thought I was a cheap gold digger wh) | ™Y 
had taken his uncle. This was his way of the | 
proving it. W 
For the second time since I had come ty | 
this house I packed, but this time I wa: sae 
filled with a new determination. I didn’ bend 
want Oscar Holmes’ money. Johnny =" 
wouldn’t have to go to court. I wasn’t go. hg 
: after 
ing to fight. All I wanted to do was to “- 
leave this house forever. and p 
I ran down the stairs, my suitcase bang} yjceq 
ing against my legs. I met Johnny at the Salty 
bottom of the stairs, but this time his eye} [ng 
were warm, and filled with a strange light] world 
“Elly, honey,” he asked _ worriedly.} was n 
“where do you think you’re going at thisf a hun, 
time of the night?” thing 
“I’m taking the first train out of here,’ § luxuri 
I sobbed. “I don’t want any of your money} clothes 
—TI just want to get out of here—” There 
But I never got past Johnny. He pickelf had to 
me up in his arms, and walking over t alread, 
the large arm chair, he sat me across his Ineede 
lap. I tried to pull away from hin, but the O} 
this time my tears were just too much fu right v 
me, and I leaned against him and criel pletely 
out all my unhappiness. ie 
He comforted me as if I were a chilif ? ng 
and then he continued to hold me gent ine o 
“I’m sorry, Elly,” he said softly, “I wa ies a 
wrong to say all those things to you—after through 
I got to know you, I knew that none tf League 
them were true.” by the r 
I was quieter now, and able to talk. 1] After 
still don’t want any of the money, Johnny] ory, T we 
I would never have decided to stay, if yf wooed b 
hadn’t said—” young d. 
“I know, I know,” he kissed me gentl}f was a 1 
on the lips, “but I want you to have the§ talked a 
money and everything else, too. I waif ¥as head 
this to be your home, Elly—the home of "as why 
Mrs, Jonathon Holmes. I promise to !f Ink Spot 
to make you kappy—to make up for @ that Geor 
the horrible experiences you’ve suffered’ was 
he told me. No 
I clung to Johnny, and cried again—# i ” W 
this time the tears were tears of happines e ‘the 
° ie AVE Some 
I realized that finally the love that I b# o.. 
rejected, so long ago, was mine in its fa oem tne 
beauty. THE tame Mrs 
I HE We had a 
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(Continued from Page 31) 


way then. During Christmas week of 1943 
when we were working at the Apollo The- 
ater in Harlem, Leonard Feather. the 
critic, came around with a proposition for 
me to make my first 
Hamp and his real mad band was mainly 
interested in making instrumental sides, | 
had been left off his dates at Decca. but 
Feather took me in to Keynote and I made 
my first record date in a small studio in 
the RKO building at midnight. 

We had a great band, for Hamp 
permitted me to make the date and allowed 
three of his men to be in my six-piece 
band. They were Arnett Cobb, Joe Mor- 
ris, and Milt Buckner. I was really 
prised when Hampton, himself. 
after the last show to get in on the session. 
He played drums on / Know How to Do It 
and piano on Homeward Bound. He super- 
vised my singing of Evil Gal Blues and 
Salty Papa. 

Instead of being the happiest 
world. I was restless. I knew 
was missing and that I was experiencing 
a hunger of a different kind. I had every- 


jazz 


recordings. Since 


too, 


sur- 
came down 


girl in the 
something 


thing that goes with success—big cars. 
luxurious hotel suites. furs. jewelry. smart 


clothes and admiring crowds at my feet. 
There was something else, however. that I 
had to have. Not just a man. They 
already thick as fleas everywhere I went. 
Ineeded, instead. protection in the form of 
the ONE man and I needed him in the 
right way; needed him to be mine com- 
pletely with benefit of clergy. the law and 
everything else that would give me com- 
plete title to him. 

Although I did not realize it at the time. 
I was still searching for the security that 


were 


goes with marriage and the fact that 
through marriage one gets into the Big 


league of Love where everything is done 
by the rules written down in the books. 

After John Young had faded into mem- 
ory, I woke up to the fact that I was being 
wooed by George Jenkins, the sensational 
young drummer Hamp’s band. George 
was a nice enough kind of fellow and 
talked a lot of sense. Before I knew it, J 
was head over heels in love with him. That 
was why when I was added to the Four 
Ink Spots show unit in 1945, I saw to it 
that George was on the drums. 


I was making good money then, | 
thought—$400 a week, George was getting 


$150. We often talked of what we could 
do if we pooled our earnings and tried to 
save something. That kind of talk got good 


lo me and early in 1946, George and | 
went before a preacher in Chicago. I be- 


tame Mrs. Ruth Jenkins in private life. 
We had a baby that fall, and named him 


George Jenkins, Jr. I was sure I was at 
the end of the line in my quest for love 
and need go no further. 

But this was another unsuccessful mar- 
George couldn’t 
we were 


riage, as I soon learned. 
two cents of all that money 
He liked to get around with the 
*em around” in the We 
had a joint bank account, but it didn’t do 
us good since we never had any- 
thing in it. We used to battle it out quite 
often for George seemed to always want to 
fight. 


save 
making. 
bunch, 


“runs bars. 


much 


Once he slapped me. I punched him 
in the eye and you should have me 
cutting out—fast! When we got to Detroit, 
he threatened me and I called the police. 


seen 


We did nothing, it seemed. but fight and 
spend money. When we got to Chicago 


George pulled the straw that broke the 
camel’s back. 

He had gotten an offer to work with 
Charlie Barnet’s band and took it at $200 
a week. But if he ever sent any money 
home to me and his baby. I never saw any 


of it. Finally after a long and successful 
season and just when the band was break- 
ing up for a sent 
$65. It was just like throwing his hat 
window to see if he could come in 
He couldn't. We were divorced 


vacation layoff, George 
me 
in the 
the house. 

in Chicago. 


T LOOKED as if destiny had singled me 


out for fame for when I started singing 
again I was moving up so fast I was 


actually scared and had to pinch myself 
many times to see if I was dreaming. I 
had been able to buy a beautiful home for 
my mother and family on Chicago’s West 
Side. For the first time, I making 
enough to buy the things every girl wants. 
I was seeing 


was 


I had everything I wanted. 


the world as a topnotch singing star. I had 
quit the Hampton band and was on my 


own, 

But that old devil called love (as Billy 
Daniels puts it) bit again. I just 
couldn’t get it out of my mind that there 


me 


must be a man somewhere who was the one 
That’s what got me into what 
“world’s worst marriage.” You 
It should 


girl could 


man for me. 
I call the 
guessed it—with Robert Grayson. 
been the best marriage a 
for Robert had family. background 
and education. His of 
one of the larger Chicago churches and I 
thought this was finally the real thing. In 
Indiana, 
and 


have 
have. 


father was pastor 


1947 we drove out to Crown Point, 


to get married. changed our minds 


drove back to Chicago’s City Hall where 
we said our “I do’s.” 
That should have been my complete his- 


tory is concerned. but 


I found out quickly that apparently all 


so far as marriage 


Robert married me for was to drive my 
Mercury and Oldsmobile cars. When I be- 
came sick and had to leave the road, my 


job with a roofing 
didn’t like that 


Robert a 
concern, but Robert 
wouldn’t work. He seemed to feel I had 
plenty ot money for both of us. We lived 
the life of Riley in the house I owned for 


father got 


and 
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— t settle for Guep imitations . .. when vs can buy the 
for I Registered Bond ith each ring. 
MONEY: “BACK GUARANTEE during 10-day gnapect ion period. 


E— Beautifully Full-Cut 

Genuine Diamond in 14 Kt. 

Gold Mounting that gives 

illusion of larger stone; 

compet ring box —$29.98 
T. 


A-—Matching Band $3.96 
Federal Tax Incl. 
B—Generous superb Genu- 
ine Diamond in 10 Kt. 
Sweetheart Gold Mounting 
Scented ring box—only 
$9.98 F. T 


orgs s Gen. Diamond 

; attractive square- 

cut Sftect; distinctively 

faceted satin finish; 14 

Kt. gold. Scented ring box 
— $57.60 F.T.L 


White or Yellow Gold, except rings 


F —Delicately-rounded 14 
Kt. Yellow Gold Ladies’ 
Wedding Band. Smooth 
color blends with other 
rings. Scented ring box — 
$4.80 F. T. 1 













All items available in 
A & B, at same prices, 
Add $2 for all sizes over 714. 
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T Genuine DIAMOND Co., 











Dept. D-12 

509 Fifth Ave., New York 

Send me —_ A @ ‘$3.96 F @ $ 4.8 | 
| ae 98 —D @ $57. 

E @ | 

| Amt, Enclosed: © Check © Money Order 0 C.O 

Send Ring Size or String.) “~~ Plus postage and ¢ i oD. | 
| charge, 
| Name . 
l Address 
I eS ee ee ee 
tics cates stnie Wain uaao naa Guan Rie aie Gua ou iaiaeeeee 





DO YOU WANT MONEY, 
LOVE and POWER? 


Do you feel that arg ped is 
passing you by? That if some- 
one showed you HOW, you 
could earn big money, be pop- 
ular and make people admire 
you? Wouldn't you liké to win 
in whatever you do? Boss those 
who now boss you? Deane 
Hammond, a_ college trained 
end York Public Relations ex- 

cutive, has compiled a FOR- 
MULA FOR SUC« ESS that helped him to open 
wide the door to SUCCESS, LOVE and HAPPI- 
NESS. Don’t sit on the sidelines while others ob- 
tain life’s greatest pleasures. Just send me your 
name and address for a 10-DAY TRIAL. When 
the postman delivers the booklet, FORMULA 
FOR SUCCESS with instructions, pay only $2 





plus postage. Follow his directions carefully and 
I PERSON ALLY GUARANTEE that if you are 
not COMPLETELY SATISFIED within 10 days, 





I'll send your $2 right back. You are entitled to 
try to gain for woureatl the HEALTH, WEALTH 


and HAPPINESS you have always wanted. Write 
TRULOVE, 58 Walker St., Dept. 103-PH, New York 13 








GET YOUR 
MAN 





And make him yours 

FOREVER Why take 

" chances against other 

Ox. women who may be 

JUST MARRIED @: using mysterious 


charms? Here is your chance to learn and use Secrets 
of Sex Appeal so powerful that even bad women can 
keep good men while good girls go without. 


HOW TO WIN & HOLD A HUSBAND 
contains the very essence of the confidential advice 
that a great Love and Marriage Expert has given to 
nr ss ot women—all reduced to a simple set of 

ules—an easy formula that you can learn to use to 
WIN You R MAN quickly 

10-DAY TRIAL—SEND NO MONEY 

Just send your name and address today and on de- 


livery deposit only $2 plus postage with your post 
1 positively GUARANTEE 






man, Use for 10 days. 
that you will be more than delighted with results or 
your money back promptly and no questions asked, 


Order At Once. 


ATOMIC BOOKS, Dept. HAG-9 
507 Fifth Ave. New York 17, N. Y. 


79 











Does your figure fit the fashion 


remarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER 


SHAPE-O-LETTE 


nips waist @ provides uplift 
@ slims silhouette — like nothing else can! 


iT 
2) 
gael 


Picking an underfashion isn’t enough anymore 
t must be selected to give you the smooth, 
ew, unbroken silhouette! And anyone can 
ve today’s trim, tapered, pencil slim shape 
vith remarkably different SHAPE-O-LETTE. 
st ZIP for instant FIT! 
raining . no more cup pinching . . . no 
lges, rolls—anywhere! Powerful, all Lastex 


iction-back provides firm comfortable sup- 


port without ugly crease marks. Here is an 
venious all-in-one that is altogether the 
eason’s most daring, most exciting figure- 
uilder. Best of all—sensationally new, wonder- 


ing, front-zipper 
than longline bra alone! 


ore 


WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
Acup, 32-36 Bcup, 34-40 Ccup, 36-42 
Send no money! Satisfaction Guaranteed! 


WILCO FASHIONS CO., Dept. TFI23_ 
45 E. 17th St., N.Y. C. 

Yes! Please rush your Front-Zip SHAPE-O-LETTE 
at $.95 

CUP —~Size 2 — 
i enclose 5.95. You “Sang postage. 

D. i will pay postage 


—— ist Color Choice 


Address 


City, Zone, State 




























SONGS ' 
PUBLISHED 
° Send your songs or pounte today. Music 
, written for your words without charge. 
Records, copies, copyright furnished. We 
have helped many new writers find their 
A first success. Let us try to help you. 
iyaienham HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS 
1558 N. Vine St. Dept. FF-41, Hollywood 28, Cal. 


Hits MQNEY you want § 
Sell CREATIVE Christmas Cards | 


’ 42 & Show samples to friends in spare time... make 
, oe | more money. Choose from 161 leading values: new 
we $1 Assortments, Name-In-Gold and other Per- | 












sonalized Christmas Cards, Gift Items, Station- 
ery, Children’s Books. You keep up to50c of every 
$1, also valuable Bonus Gifts! Noexperience 
needed. 4 Assortments on approval and Per- 
sonalized Samples FREE. Write today! 


Creative Card Co., 2505 Cermak, Dept. 122-C, Chicago 8, Ill. 


SONG POEMS WANTED | 


TO BE SET TO MUSIC 
Send Your Poems Today For Free Examination to | 
J. CHAS. McNEIL 


A. B. MASTER OF MUSIC 
Alexandria, Los Angeles 5, Calif. 














510-E So 

















LONG VIEW BINOCULARS 


wo S MILE 


cone pe rfect sphere ts eround lenses. Sturdy con- 
. cus is adjusta _ x2 ’ 
a objective, TRODUC oor 
Sold for much. higher.) 10-day money- 
back ante SEND CHECK or MONEY 

DER FO rH $2 2.98 and we prepay postag 
Or Hae we O.D. and you pay postage charges 
DeLuxe Modei—42mm. .$3.98 Case & Strap.. 


DOMAR SALES CO., Dept. 369 | 
480 LEXINGTON AVE. NEW YORK 17, N. Y. 



























No more stretching, 


SHAPE-O-LETTE costs little 


Money-Back Guarantee! If not t delighted, | i may lay return in 10 days! 





as well as your clothes? 

























uplitt bra 
plunge bra 


waist npper 


= wln = 


garter belt 


EXTRA! Smooth hook ‘n’ eye 
front conforms to any plunge neckline. 
Adjustable straps included. 





ueen keeps it that way! 


you more 
because it 
| hadi 


QUEEN SUPREME gives 

beautiful, romantic hair... 
gives your hair a lustrous, “alive look! 
A light touch daily keeps hair neat . 

smart-looking. Delightfully perfumed. 
Sparklingly fresh. 
Ask for QUEEN 
SUPREME in the | 
white and gold & 
metal container. 







If your druggist can’t supply you, write 
Dept. TC-9 


NEWBRO MPG. CO. ATLANTA, GA. 








a while. Our baby, Robert Albon Gray. 
son, Jr., was born that year. 

I suspected a lot of things about Robert, 
among them that he was having himself a 
country ball chasing around wining and 
I did finally succeed 


for me 


dining other women. 
in getting him to drive the car 
when I was on the road, but that wasn’t 
enough. I wasn’t buying any man and 
after two years of hell, we got rid of each 
other in a New York court in 1949. 

It was in 1950 that I jumped the stick— 
as the old folks call it—for the fourth time, 
Walter Buchanan, bass player with Arnett 
Cobb’s band, was making eyes at me and 
I was making eyes right back at him. | 
fell in love with him at first sight, I guess, 
and I[ thought he had gone for me the same 
way. He was vlder than I and had all 
kinds of background. His grandfather 
founded Alabama State Normal College at 
Troy, Ala. His father was a bigtime real 
estate man in Pittsburgh where Walter was 
born. 

After getting married, I found out imme. 
diately I had made another awful mistake. 
In fact. I had cut my biggest hog, for Wal. 
ter definitely wasn’t for me nor | for him. 
He used to swing at me, but he won’t tr 
that any more. I used to try and get him 
to take up tickets at the door on the one. 
nighters I was playing. but Walter wasn't 
of much use there for I found myself sing: 
ing to a full house and with less than $10 
in the cash box. 

Once I overheard him talking to a rela- 
tive who was telling him on the telephone 
how he could use me for “convenience.” 
That’s when I quit. Now Walter wants « 
“settlement.” All I can offer is what | can 
get for those suits I bought him if hell 
just bring them back to me. He was on m 
payroll at $150 a week and still wants that 
$150 even though he is not on my payroll 
any more. 

I was about to give it all up and jus 
sing about the kind of man | want unt 
[ met a swell little fellow who, beside 
playing all the drums one could want to 
hear, also’says and does things that make 
me feel that at last [ have somebody | cat 
figure on. His name is Jimmy Cobb o 
Washington. He’s handsome, doesn’t gti 
in my hair, knows how to get around with 
out stepping on people’s toes and in get 
eral is very good for me. | expect to mart 
him and make him my fifth husband onc 
| get this thing straight with Walter. 

Beyond Jimmy, I don’t see anybody. | 
hope I don’t have to. 

You see, there may be some 
think it’s fun to go through life exper: 
menting with this new mate and that ont 
Me, I’m different. I want to settle dow 


people whi 


and get some happiness—to live, rathe 
than just exist. All the money in the wotli 
and all the luxuries and comforts man bit 
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How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 15) 


Saunders, 

I had never been to Chicago until that 
year, strange as it may appear. It just 
happened that I had been booked else- 
where. Apparently it was fate that got 
me a feature engagement at Chicago’s fa- 
mous night club, the DeLisa. That night I 
met Red at my first rehearsal with his band 
which had played there for just about as 
long as the place had been open I guess. 

I must admit that despite all my back- 
ground, there were a lot of rough edges to 
my act. Red saw them immediately and | 
accepted his offer to coach me in stage 
presentation and singing. When I com- 
pleted my DeLisa engagement, he talked 
me into staying in Chicago with him as my 
personal manager. He started booking 
me on night club engagements in the mid- 
dle west and I soon found myself earning 
almost twice as much as I did when I was 
traveling around mostly on my own. 

Somewhere along the line, we fell in 
love. Don’t ask me why. It just happened 
naturally. But there was nothing we could 
do about it for Red was already married 
and trying to get his divorce. 

Being estranged, however, he 
suggested nor intimated anything dishon- 
orable for as he often told me: “I like to 
play things even up and when I’m not in 
position to make a move, I see no sense in 
aggravating a situation. It’s enough that 
I know and you know that I love you. If 
you have the patience to wait until things 
are straight with me, then we can do what 


neither 


we both want to without anybody being 
able to say a word about it.” 
Some women I believe wouldn’t have 


held out as long as I did and I know there 
are many men who would have no scruples 
at all about a situation like that in which 
we found ourselves. 

But not Red and because I believed in 
him so deeply, I am happy today that he 
did not try to take advantage of something 
I know we both would have regretted 
later years. 

It was not until 1948 that Red’s divorce 
became final. In February of that year, I 
came offstage to go to my dressing room 
and found him waiting inside. 

“Listen, Viola,” he said, his face 

“I've waited a long time for this 
you have too. I want to marry you 
I'm now free to ask you. Will you?” 

You know the answer as do I. Red and 
I went across the street to a tavern and 
had a couple of highballs to celebrate. We 
set our wedding on June 28, 1948, and 
were married at City Hall by a judge. 
Afterward, 
moon trip by automobile to Mexico City. 


all lit 
and 
and 


we went on a belated honey- 


‘ince then, I have continued my career 
and enjoyed greater success than ever 


mainly because I have a man of my own 
who wanted to do things the right way. 


THE END 


On The Records 


(Continued from Page 9) 


In The Upper Room, done in two sides. 
Many of her gospel songs are her own com- 
positions and she uses the simple combina- 
tion of piano and organ as accompaniment. 

Before Apollo gets tired of pressing up 
new copies, you’d better make some Maha- 
lia Jackson selections from: Go Tell It On 
The Mountain/Silent Night, | Gave Up 
Everything To Follow Him, Get Away Jor- 
dan, her marvelous Lord’s Prayer/Bless 
the House, His Eye Is on the Sparrow/It Is 
Vo Secret, the two-sided | Got Over, | Bow 
on My Knees/City Called Heaven, I’m Get- 
ting Nearer My Home/He’s the One. On 
some of these sides she has choral support, 


on others, piano and organ. However, she 


could dispense with any accompaniment 
for the singer is one of those persons 


blessed with perfect pitch and a natural 
musical flavor to anything she sings. 

Strangely, Mahalia Jackson building 
a wide following among, of all people, be- 
hoppers! 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Kingfish/ 
Don’t Flee the Scene Salty, one of Lionel 
Hampton’s great efforts on MGM. The one 
to hear is Kingfish, definitely on a Flying 
Home kick with all the drive and excite- 
ment of Hamp’s full band. It is a medium- 
paced blues shout with Hamp soloing on 
the vibes with some righteous tenor blow- 
ing. a French horn interlude and some cat 
bopping on a flute. Flip side isn’t anything 
extra, but Kingfish—dig it. Incidentally, 
Hamp is the first big band to introduce the 
new electric bass which has a deeper, more 
resonant and exciting tone than the old- 
fashioned bull fiddle. 

GOOD: Duke Ellington’s Perfume Suite 
(RCA-Victor album) waxed in early 1945 
but not issued until now. The Suite was 
written for one of the Duke’s first Carnegie 
Hall concerts and in some of the four sides 
you hear echoes of the great crew he led 
during the middle 1940 period. Cat Ander- 
son’s trumpet solo on Coloratura is mighty 
frantic and you won’t stick to one playing 
of Balcony Serenade 
highlights in the faultless Ellington tra- 


with reed section 


dition. Dancers in Love brings Ellington 
down front for a familiar piano solo. 
Strange Feeling spotlights some good 


chirping of poor lyrics by Al Hibbler. 
WORTHWHILE: Lover/You Go to My 
Head with Peggy Lee wading 
through some movie music with a Gordon 
Jenkins background. On You Go to My 
Head she phrases in a manner reminiscent 
of Billie Holiday. Both sides make 
when you’re buying or listening. . . 
Ridin’/But Not for Me (Mercury) 
tures the King Cole-ish singing of Oscar 
Peterson and his piano flailing that is a 
mixture of Shearing, Tatum, Cole, Wilson 
and, of all people, Peterson, himself .. . 
Big Dog by Bill Doggett on King label 
and 


(Decca) 


sense 
Rough 
fea- 


done up in parts one two. 
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With Each Order of : or More Records 
1 RECORD (our choice 


FREE 1 PHOTO of a tev my Artist 


LATEST RELEASES AND OLD FAVORITES 


© LAWDY MISS CLAWDY—Lloyd Price . $0.89 
[| MOODY MOOD FOR LOVE—King Pleasure 89 
() ONE MINT JULEP—The niga : 89 
() 5-10-15 HOURS—Ruth Bro 89 
© WONDER WHERE MY BABY’S GONE— 
The Clovers .89 
© CALL OPERATOR 210—Floyd Dixon 89 
HERE IN MY HEART—Varetta Dillard. 89 


NEW ORLEANS WOMEN — Roscoe Gordon 89 
SOME DAY SOME WHERE—2. B. King ; 89 
GONNA PLAY THE HONKY TONKS— 
Marie Adams .89 

HELP ME BLUES—Mei Walker 89 
BODY & SOUL—King Pleasure 
SINCE | FELL FOR YOU— Rufus Beachum .. 89 
WALKIN THE BOOGIE—John Lee Hooker 89 
BALD HEADED WOMAN. Lightnin Hopkins 89 
A LETTER TO LIGHTNIN HOPKINS 

Brownie McGhee .89 
NO MORE DOGGIN—Roscoe Gordon 89 
ty og tea Mayfield 89 
ROLL MR. JELLY—Amos Milburn pus 89 
MY HEART’S DESIRE—Jimmy Lee & Artis....... 89 
$O TIRED—Roy Milton > 
GOIN’ HOME—Fats Domino 
EASY EASY BAB Y—Varetta Dillard 
HAVE MERCY BABY—The Dominoes 
STORY BLUES—Four Buddies 
BESIDE YOU—The Swallows 
SOMEONE TO TELL MY TROUBLES TO— 


Arbee Stidham 
COUNTRY BO Y—Muddy Waters Sobhew 
NIGHT TRAIN—Jimmy Forrest 
3 O'CLOCK BLUES—B. B. King 
SWEET SIXTEEN—Joe Turner - 
HEAVENLY FATHER—Edna McGriff mere 
UNION STATION BLUES—John Lee Hooker..... 
DUST MY BROOM—Eimo James Be 
DO IT IF YOU WANNA—Sonny Boy Williamson. 
THAT’S WHAT YOU’RE DOING TO ME— 

The Dominoes 


89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
83 
89 
ROCK ME MAMA—John Lee Hooker. . ae 
. a 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 
89 


bee BIG QUESTION—Percy Mayfield 

1 GOT LOADED—Peppermint Harris 
BEST WISHES—Roy Milton 
TROUBLE IN MIND—Amos Milburn 
HARD TIMES—Charles Brown 
HOWLIN WOLF BOOGIE—Howlin Wolf 
UM IN THE MOOD—John Lee Hooker 
GROUND HOG BLUES—John Lee Hooker........ 
60 MINUTE MAN—The Dominoes 
CHICA BOO—Lloyd Glenn 
CHAINS OF LOVE—Joe Turner... 
HURRY UP—Varetta Dillard 
EVERY NIGHT ABOUT THIS TIME— 

Fats Domino 


COFFEE yo ayo Hopkins. 
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GIVE ME C RAL 209—Lightnin Hopkins. .... d 
PRAYIN GROUND BLUES—Lightnin Hopkins..... .89 
LONG WAY FROM TEXAS— Lightnin Hopkins 89 
WHAT A FOOL I WAS—Percy Mayfield . & 
STILL A FOOL—Muddy Waters 89 
SHE MOVES ME—Muddy Waters 89 
SPIRITUALS 
OD STOP RIGHT NOW—Bells of Joy.............. -89 
O 1 WILL TRUST IN THE LORD—Ciara Ward... .89 
O OLD GOSPEL SHIP—Rev. Morgan............ -89 
©) Heavenly Home On High—Gospel Harmonettes... .89 
ODO HOW ABOUT YOU—Pilgrim Travelers........ .89 
© WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys........... 89 
QO HE’S SO WONDERFUL-—Sis. Jessie Renfro..... .89 
O GET AWAY JORDAN—Gospel Harmonettes..... .89 
O UM SEALED—Gospel Harmonettes.... eae: 7a 
O LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—Bells of Joy..... 89 
O PRECIOUS LORD—Bro. Joe May.............. 89 
O) RIDE ON KING JESUS—The Detroiters.... -89 
© WE'LL UNDERSTAND-~— Sister Emily Bram. -89 
(© COMING HOME—Five Blind Boys. ee a 
© OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys ee 
O OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys..... . 89 
C) HOW I GOT OVER—Clara Ward.... . 89 
0 SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers... . 89 
C) Take My Burdens To The Lord—Ward Singers... .89 
0D GONNA BUILD ON THAT SHORE—Soul Stirrers .89 
(1) JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirrers....... -89 
© LIVING ON MOTHERS PRAYER—Soul Stirrers .89 
O MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers..... .89 
O) SERVANT PRAYER—The Trumpeteers... .89 
oO LITTLE WOODEN CHURCH—The Trumpeteers. .89 
() LORD HOLD MY HAND—Pilgrim Travelers.... .89 
O 1 Got A Mother Gone Home—Pilgrim Travelers. .89 
O JESUS I'M THANKFUL—Pilgrim Travelers.... .89 
0 WHAT A BLESSING—Pilgrim Travelers........ .89 


(|) Jesus Met Woman At Well——Pilgrim Travelers... .89 
C) Jesus Hits Like Atom Bomb—Pilgrim Travelers.. .89 
O WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers..... —< ae 
OD TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers... ae 
DO DO YOU KNOW HIM—Bro. Joe May... — 
qj SEARCH ME LORD—Bro. Joe May. . 89 
oO Double Portion Of God’s Love—Bro. Joe Max . 89 
QO BACK TO THE DUST—Angvlic Gospel Singer~. 
} Touch Me Lord Jesus—Angelic Gospel Singers... 
og 1 CAN'T TARRY—Two Keys... : . 89 
Cc) SPEAK TO ME JESUS Gospel ‘Tone Singers.. .89 
Cc] WHAT ARE THEY DOING IN HEAVEN 
Dixie Humming Birds  .89 
© Mother, | Need Your Prayer—The Detroiters.... .89 


We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured —Send for Free Catalogue 
ESSEX RECORD SHOP, Dept. TJ 
91 SPRINGFIELD AVE., NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY 
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1 113 WEST 57th ST. 
WARD REE NEW YORK 1, WY. 
@7 Dept. 1-579, 
Rush my De Luxe TUMMY-FLATTENER in PLAIN WRAPPER ON APPROVAL by 
tL Return Mail. I'll pay postman $3.98 plus postage. If not thrilled and delighted with 
TRY THE DE LUXE 9 results, | may return in 10 days for immediate refund of purchase price. 
TUMMY- FLATTENER Jf ; 
EA Waist measure 


Cl enclose $3.98 (extra large sizes 37 and up $4.98). (Ward Green Co, pays postage.) 
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DELUXE TUMMY FLATTENER S EXCLUSIVE CUT 


AWAY FEATURE MAKES T THE ONLY SLIM Ss . Zone State 








OUNDATION PERFECT UNDER SWIM 
+o * Also send extra crotch pieces at 50¢ each. 5 for $2 
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Yes, everyone looks at your hair, and the determining 
factor for beautiful hair is its luster. Only attractive lustrous 
hair wins you praise and admiration. Remember, your 
friends won't tell you if your hair is dull and dry .. . if 
it lacks luster. Don’t be embarrassed! Don’t take chances! 
Always use Royal Crown . . . America’s Favorite Hair 
Dressing because it has more “Luster Action” for your hair. 
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Jnedt- one of 
_ CHESTERFIELDS 


ihe) SALESMEN 


| ask you to 
smoke Chesterfield 


... BECAUSE 


CHESTERFIELD is 
MucH MILDER 
AND MOST IMPORTANT * 


LEAVES NO UNPLEASANT 
AFTER-TASTE * 


a 
e4 


NO. 2 OF A SERIES 


ETHEL DEWBERRY 
ATLANTA, GA. 

This enterprising young lady 
sells Chesterfield every- 
where she goes while 
attending Morris 
Brown College. 


* From the Report of a Well-Known Researc rganization 





